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Chapter 1: Paris Valley Prep
IN WHICH WE ENCOUNTER our hero as he embarks on his epic quest, and the many dangers
he vanquishes therein.

The Institution

The events that took place at Paris Valley Prep are already well known. The school has become
synonymous with mind-control and revolution. Looking back on it now, it’s hard to see that
there was ever anything else. But there was. The school was much more than that, and it’s
impossible to truly appreciate the cataclysmic end without first understanding the people and
events that got it there.
This is, before anything else, the story of a school. Paris Valley Prep. PVP. At the time,
it was the most prestigious preparatory academy in America. Founded in 1816 by Thomas
Jefferson, PVP was more than just a school. It was a brand. An ideal. An institution that had
produced over one hundred Congressmen and six Congresswomen, fifty-two CEOs of Fortune
Five Hundred companies, twenty-four presidents and prime ministers, and the leaders of two
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military coups, one of which was successful. It was like a factory for producing the American
Dream.
Right from the beginning, PVP was different. It believed that every American citizen had
a right to education, and every student should have a say in that education. It was the first prep
school in the country to allow for the education of girls. They built a girl’s school right next to
the boy’s, and after a hundred years they just combined them into one. It was the first school in
the South to educate former slaves, and the first in the country to offer a black person a
scholarship.
Scholarships were the key. There wasn’t a poor kid in America who didn’t know about
PVP and dream of getting an offer letter. A scholarship to PVP was like a free trip from one of
those Galactic Tourism companies. It was a ticket to the stars.
Since its inception, PVP made a point of giving scholarships to one out of every four
students that attended. When they admitted their first class of eighty kids, twenty of them had
scholarships. When they admitted their two hundredth class of four hundred kids, one hundred
of them had scholarships. And that’s what they did, year after year, right up to 2039.
In the summer of 2039, this venerable institution started handing out an unusual number
of scholarships. Beau Dannon was the recipient of one of those scholarships.
Beau had just turned sixteen when he received his acceptance letter from Paris Valley
Prep. He was exactly the sort of student the school liked to recruit. Top of his class
academically, involved in an appropriate amount of extracurriculars, and from the sort of lowermiddle class background that showed he wasn’t afraid of work. But there was something else
about Beau that wasn’t captured in assessments and analytics. While he truly believed he could
accomplish anything if he worked hard enough, he was also that rare breed that did not let that
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self-made success get to his head. That more than anything made Beau the perfect candidate for
a scholarship.

The Train

Our story begins on a train. It was late August, 2039, and Beau was on his way to PVP.
Technically he was on his way to Washington, where he would transfer to the Paris Valley
Local. It was his first time on a high-speed train, or any train for that matter. While his time in
DC consisted of walking from one side of the station to the other, it was his first time in the
nation’s capital. The shining city on a hill. The beating heart of democracy. This fact excited
him, as it would any fine, upstanding American boy. He wasn’t thinking patriotic thoughts now,
though.
Beau was tall and broad and built like a linebacker. This made a certain amount of sense,
as he was, in fact, a linebacker. Or he had been, anyway, before his state became the first of
sixteen to ban tackling at public schools. Beau didn’t know how this would impact his hopes of
academic scholarships to top-ranked colleges. For all the sleepless hours spent worrying about
this, it wasn’t football that occupied his thoughts now, either. He had far more important things
on his mind.
Beau had hugged and kissed and waved goodbye to his mother and sisters. He pressed
his thumb to the ticket scanner and boarded the DC-bound express. He walked down the aisle,
duffel bag hoisted over his shoulder, wiping mom lipstick from his cheek with the back of his
hand. He smiled winningly at people as he passed, even though most didn’t look at him.
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Beau walked past his seat several times before settling upon it. This was not entirely his
fault. The number on his ticket matched a seat that already contained a person. The person in
question was approximately Beau’s age and approximately half his size. The small boy sprawled
out across both Beau’s seat and the one next to it, his body twisted into a position that took up as
much room as possible without providing any apparent comfort. One of his legs reached out
almost into the aisle, while the other one was bent awkwardly beneath him. His left arm looped
around behind his neck so that his head rested on the back of his elbow. The right arm was
outstretched, holding a GeniusPad in the air above him. His face was framed by a mess of lightbrown hair. A pair of small, white ear buds rested on the boy’s chest. The thumb of the hand
holding the GeniusPad swiped furiously at the screen, in search of something worth more than
half a second of his time.
Beau studied his ticket, then the boy, then his ticket again. The boy did not seem to
notice him. Beau cleared his throat.
“I already gave my ticket to the last guy,” the boy said without looking up.
Beau shifted his duffel bag to the opposite shoulder and tried again.
“I’m sorry,” Beau said. “I think that’s my seat.”
The boy slowly raised his eyes to Beau’s face without otherwise moving. Beau offered
him a smile.
“So it is,” the boy said.
The compartment was small and cramped, although it would have been considerably less
so if the boy had less luggage. Two pairs of seats sat facing each other, separated by two feet of
space intended for passenger legs. This space was currently occupied by a suitcase and a rolling
duffel bag, both the same deep blue color as the various other bags filling the compartment.
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When the boy made no move to clear a space, Beau stacked and organized the luggage enough to
sit down.
“You know,” the boy said after a while, “you’re even bigger in person.”
“What?”
The boy sat up, his earbuds flying into Beau’s lap.
“I’m sorry,” he said. “That’s an awkward thing to say to a person, isn’t it? I’m always
getting in trouble for making bad first impressions.” He didn’t sound like he particularly cared
what type of impression he made on anyone.
“I only get one first impression so I need to use it wisely.” The boy said this last part
almost to himself, as if he was reciting something. He smiled wryly at Beau.
“Hi,” the boy said again. “I’m Cam Tarreyland.”
“Beau Dannon.” They finally shook hands.
“I know,” Cam said. “Well, I mean, I figured.” He laughed a little too loudly. “Man,
I’m all over the place, aren’t I? ‘I will think before I speak…’”
“It’s all right,” Beau said.
The train lurched around a curve, and the boys were thrown sideways. Beau steadied
himself with one of his large, calloused hands. Cam smacked his face against the window,
leaving a bit of a smudge on the glass.
“So, Cam,” Beau asked once Cam had rearranged himself, “where’re you headed?”
“Same place you are.”
“You’re going to Paris Valley Prep?” Beau asked.
“Yeah,” Cam said. “I’m your roommate?”
“Really? Are you asking or telling me?”
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“I’m telling you,” Cam said. “Didn’t you know that already?”
“No…” Beau said slowly. “How did you know that?”
“I read it in that packet they sent with my acceptance letter,” Cam said. “Didn’t they
send you a packet with yours?”
“I guess so,” Beau said.
Beau had in fact received the letter, packet and all. That wasn’t the issue.
“Didn’t you read it?”
“I, uh.” Beau smiled sheepishly. “No. I didn’t.”
“Why not?”
“I only made it to the word ‘accepted’ before I dropped it in the river.”
They sat in silence for a moment. Beau looked out the window and studied the greenish
blur that grass and trees become when traveling toward our nation’s capital at approximately two
hundred miles per hour. He thought about the letter he received ten weeks earlier, back at the
start of summer vacation.

The Letter

The sky was bright blue that day, blue and warm and cheerful in that mid-June way that
meant pool parties and squirt-gun fights, that smelled of barbecued meat and freshly-cut grass
and blacktop baking in the sun.
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Beau had just retrieved the family’s mail, and he sat in the kitchen to sort. One of the
envelopes was thick and ivory white, and it bore the unmistakable logo of Paris Valley Prep.
When Beau noticed this he let the other mail slowly fall through his hands to the tabletop.
He had applied to PVP twice before. The summer after eighth grade they told him his
athletics were great, but his 3.9 GPA was holding him back. The summer after ninth they
congratulated him on his GPA but said he needed more extracurriculars than football and history
club. Though he knew of no rule that kept you from applying for only your last year of high
school, Beau wasn’t planning to do that. This was it. His last chance.
He hefted the packet a little in his hands. Was it heavier than the rejection packets, or
was he just imagining it? He ran his fingers over the seal and the fancy embossed lettering,
feeling every letter of his name and address. Then he stood quickly, letter in hand, and walked
out the back door.
Beau strode along fields of corn and barley and soybeans, past pastures and chicken
coops with their faint musk of manure. His pet turkey, John Hancock, gobbled at him, which
sent the chickens squawking and kicking up dust. If he noticed any of this, he didn’t let on.
He jumped across the little stream that marked the boundary of his family’s farm. He
held the letter in both hands, outstretched proudly and protectively, like a flag. A deer path led
him down a little hill into the thick forest of the state game lands.
Beau made his way to the bank of a little stream that ran through the woods. He sat down
on a large rock that jutted out a bit over the stream, rested his broad back against the broader
trunk of an oak tree, and studied the letter, gravely.
Even the envelope was fancy, made of some thick material that felt like cotton. He
rubbed his thumb over the embossed crest of the school: two capital Ps separated by a larger
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capital V, surrounded by wreathed branches. An eagle perched at the top, straddling the
branches. His fingers traced little clockwise circles over the crest, five, ten, twenty times, before
moving down to feel the letters of his name. He held his breath and slowly maneuvered a finger
under the edge of the envelope before ripping it open in one swift, impulsive gesture. The red
wax crumbled into his lap.
He felt a weight settle in the pit of his stomach. What if he didn’t get in? He had applied
to two other prep schools, but neither were nearly as prestigious as PVP. Only one had a football
team, and that one wasn’t very good. This wasn’t just his last chance to get ahead in a career - it
was also his last hope of getting enough playing time for a football scholarship to college.
He pulled out a folded packet and set the envelope carefully, seal-up, on the rock beside
him. Slowly, carefully, he unfolded the pages of the packet and smoothed them out on his leg.
“Beau Dannon and Family,” the letter began. “The Admissions Committee at Paris
Valley Preparatory Academy have reviewed your application, and we are pleased to be able to
offer you a full scholarship for the 2039-2040 academic year.”
All of the air gusted out of Beau’s body, and he crumpled a little.
“…pleased to be able to offer you a full scholarship for the 2039-2040 academic year.”
“…offer you a full scholarship for…”
“Full. Scholarship.”
Beau closed his eyes and grabbed tightly to the rock to steady himself. The wind picked
up and whipped around him, fluttering the envelope under his hand. He pressed it more firmly,
but the fluttering sound continued. And then, with a little splash, it stopped. He opened his eyes
in time to see the soggy pages of the letter before they were swept up, swirling, downstream.
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And so it was that Beau ended up boarding a train to Paris Valley Prep without any
knowledge of his roommate, or any of the other useful information in his acceptance packet. He
had been too embarrassed to ask for a new one.
“What're you doing reading your mail next to a river?” Cam asked. He started to laugh,
but it quickly turned into a cough.
“Unless you live next to a river,” Cam said. He watched Beau out of the corner of his
eye. “You don't live next to a river do you? I have a bad habit of doing that. My teachers used
to make me type lines every time I did it. ‘I will not make inconsiderate assumptions.’ ‘I will
not complete people's sentences.’ ‘I will not patronize my teachers...’”
“It's fine,” Beau said. “I don't live next to a river. There's just one I can walk to from my
house.”
“Good!” Cam said. He smiled his wry smile again. “That's the last thing I needed, to
offend my roommate who lives in a log cabin or on a farm or something.”
“I do live on a farm,” Beau said.
“That's fantastic!”

The Arrival

The platform of the Paris Valley train station swarmed with students. Cam was so loaded
down with luggage he could barely make it out of the sliding glass doors of the train.
“You want some help with that?” Beau asked.
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“I thought you’d never ask,” Cam said. He dumped his bags into a pile on the platform,
picked up a backpack and one medium-sized suitcase, and pushed his way into the crowd.
“Don’t worry, I’ll get the rest,” Beau called sarcastically.
“You’re the best!” Cam called back.
Beau sighed and grabbed one bag, leaving the rest in a pile on the platform. He found
Cam at a tamale stand just outside the station.
“There you are!” Cam said. “You want a tamale?”
“Sure.” Beau set down Cam's suitcase. "You forgot a few things back there."
“My wallet was in those bags!” Cam cried, looking back in the direction of the train. The
luggage was occasionally visible through the crowd.
“Go get it,” Beau said. The air in the station was hot and windless, and Beau wiped at his
face with the bottom of his T-shirt.
“Eh, it’s all right. I can just use my print.” Cam placed his thumb in the middle of a
scanner.
“You want a paper receipt?” the cashier asked.
“Email’s fine.” Cam grabbed three tamales and handed one to Beau. They both studied
Cam’s massive pile of luggage while they ate.
“I guess I should get one of those luggage carts,” Cam said when he’d finished his
tamales. Beau stared at him. “What?” Cam said.
“There are luggage carts?”
“Of course there are luggage carts!” Cam said. “This isn’t Newark.”
Beau didn’t answer. He picked up his duffel bag and joined the crowd on the red brick
path up the hill toward what appeared to be campus.
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A large covered patio waited for him on the other side of the hill. The words HILLARY
AND SIGMUND LIEBOWITZ VERANDA were displayed on a wooden sign below the roof.
A handful of older-looking students stood at the edge of the patio, directing foot traffic. They all
wore dark blue, crested jackets, gray slacks, and oversized smiles.
Cam came huffing over the hill with his luggage cart. The stream of people rippled and
crashed around them, like waves in a sweaty, human sea. One of the uniformed students blew a
whistle three times, and everyone stopped jostling and turned to look at the veranda.
“Welcome to Paris Valley Prep!” the whistle student said. Her words seemed to come
from all around them. Beau noticed that some of the rocks flanking the path were actually
speakers.
“We are Student Aides,” the girl continued, “and we will serve as your welcoming and
orientation committee this weekend. In a few minutes we’ll start dividing you into your advising
groups, and then we’ll lead you to your new homes in the Student Village. I know it’s hot, but
please be patient. We’ll get everyone sorted as soon as the final train arrives at 12:30.”
Beau set his bag on the ground and looked around. People continued to press in around
them.
“Oh, come on!” Cam said after a while. “That guy?”
“What?”
“I know who that is,” Cam said. He pointed at someone in the crowd. “That squirrely
looking dude who looks about ready to fall over.”
Cam grabbed Beau’s shoulder and pointed at a pale boy a few rows away from them. He
was almost as tall as Beau and almost as thin as Cam, which gave him a frail, almost sickly
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appearance. He wore the same pressed white shirt, gray slacks, and crested blue blazer as the
Aides. He did not appear to have any luggage.
“Peter Maximilien.” Cam said the name as if it were an ancient curse.
“Is he one of them?” Beau asked.
“One of who? An Aide?” Cam laughed. “No, he’s just the type of kid who wears a
school uniform to move-in day.”
The boy moved his head sharply and glanced in their direction. His eyes were icy and
fierce and sunk deep into his face behind a somewhat hooked beak of a nose.
“I went to elementary school with him,” Cam said. “He was the valedictorian three years
in a row. His GPA was so high they gave it to him even when he wasn’t graduating.”
“I don’t think my elementary school even had a valedictorian.”
“Yeah, well. Maybe they created it for him.”
The kid sniffed with what might have been indignation, and they both lowered their
voices and watched him carefully out of the corners of their eyes.
“What’s wrong with him?”
“Well, for one, he has ridiculous hearing. We had to make fun of him to his face because
he’d hear you behind his back. He’s probably listening to us right now.”
“Then stop,” Beau said. He stood up straight and moved slightly away from Cam. A
computerized beep sounded, followed by an announcement that the 12:30 local was arriving on
platform two.
“Eh, who cares,” Cam said. “He’s basically harmless. Weird, but harmless. He always
had this annoying habit of correcting people who weren’t even talking to–”
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“I don’t have bad habits,” the kid said. “They’re unnecessary and immature.” He’d
moved in next to them without their noticing.
“And there you go,” Cam said.
Beau blushed and extended a hand. “Hi,” he said. “I’m Beau.”
Peter Maximilien flicked his eyes at the offered hand, then looked back at Cam.
“Hello, Cameron,” he said. “What a pleasant surprise to see you’re not in a juvenile
detention facility.”
“Max,” Cam said.
“So, Max,” Beau said, “is this your first year at PVP?”
“It’s Peter Maximilien,” he said, fixing his eyes on Beau, “actually.”
“Oh. Sorry.”
“And no,” Peter Maximilien said. “I got a scholarship last year.”
“That’s cool,” Beau said. “What’s it for?”
“The scholarship is for technology, but my preferred subject is history.”
Cam reached forward and snatched something out of Peter Maximilien’s hands.
“What’s this?” Cam said.
It was an old, leather-bound book, thicker than ten eReaders piled on top of each other.
They had a few like that in Beau’s hometown library, in the print media section. Peter
Maximilien moved swiftly in front of Cam, glaring down at him with his frigid blue eyes.
“Give it back.”
Cam turned away and cradled the book protectively, hunching over it to read the cover.
“The Mon...Mon-tack…” Cam scrunched up his face and squinted at the words. “Montag-nards? What the hell’s that supposed to mean?”
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“You wouldn’t understand,” Peter Maximilien muttered. He maneuvered himself around
to rescue the book from Cam’s grasp.
“You’ve got that right. I don’t even know how to pronounce it.”
“It’s quite simple. Mon like Monster, Tonn like Don, Yard like Chard. Montagnard.”
“Really?” Cam said. “Yard like chard?”
“I like history, too,” Beau said. He stepped slightly closer to Peter Maximilien,
effectively separating him from Cam. “My dad used to be a Civil War reenactor. I’ve been to
Gettysburg four or five times. Have you ever been?”
“No,” Peter Maximilien said. He studied Beau for a long time. “I don’t mind American
history, but I’m actually more of a Francophile.”
“Gross!” Cam said.
Peter Maximilien sighed and turned away from them. “I’m not surprised you don’t know
what that means,” he said.
“I know exactly what it means,” Cam said. “It means you’re in love with dead French
dudes.”
“I suppose that’s technically true.”
“Gross!” Cam said again, louder this time. A few people turned to look at them.
“I’m terminating this conversation.”
Before Cam could say anything to that, the Aide blew into her whistle again.
“All right!” she said. “Now that everyone’s here, we’re going to divide you into your
advising groups. Please listen carefully and form a line in front of the Aide who calls your
name.”
Cam looked at Beau and rolled his eyes. “It’s going to be a long day.”
14

Beau nodded and grinned. He knew Cam didn’t mean that in a good way, but he didn’t
care. He was looking forward to it.
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Chapter 2: Orientation
IN WHICH WE ENCOUNTER the perils of residential communities, ice-breakers, and campus
tours

Josephine

Rose Lee didn't answer to her first name. She preferred to go by her middle name:
Josephine. The name fit her in all the ways that Rose did not.
To paraphrase that old pig from Animal Farm, everyone at Paris Valley Prep was
remarkable, but Josephine was a little more remarkable than the rest. At first glance it wasn't
always easy to see why that was. She was extremely smart, of course, but so was everyone else.
It wasn't her basic human kindness. Josephine dispensed about as little kindness for kindness's
sake as any prison guard. She wasn’t cold, but she had no use for niceness or nice people, and
she certainly wasn't about to become one herself. Her idea of a compromise was not telling you
“I told you so.” Of all the things that were remarkable about Josephine, her empathy wasn't one
of them.
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Perhaps it was the eyes that did it. They were the first thing Beau noticed about her,
when he passed her on his way out of the train station. She stood to the side of the path when he
left Cam at the tamale stand, and she barely looked up from her old-fashioned eReader to glance
at him with those eye-catching eyes. They were neither blue nor green, but rested somewhere in
the middle, as if they were trying to pull one over on him. And maybe they were. She conveyed
so much in that momentary glance. It was like she knew all she needed to know about him and
was none too impressed.
Josephine followed the crowd to a field in front of a covered veranda. Uniformed Aides
divided everyone into twelve-person First-Year Initiation Groups, with whom they were to
navigate their first week at the school.
The Aides for Josephine’s group were both tall, thin, blonde, and named Catherine,
although one, when prompted, allowed herself to be called Catie with a C. Catie stood perhaps
an inch shorter than Catherine, and her straight hair was shoulder-length and dirty blond to
Catherine’s longer, almost silver waves, but they otherwise could have been twins whose parents
could only agree on a single name. When it was their turn, they both stepped forward together
and cleared their throats.
“When we call your names, please come forward and assemble into a friendship circle,”
Catherine read aloud from her GeniusPad, “with Catie and me in the center.”
Cam raised his hand.
“Yes?” Catie asked, pointing at him.
“Is there a preferred method of friendship circle assemblage?” he asked. Peter
Maximilien scowled.
Catie smiled uncertainly and shared a glance with Catherine.
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“No, Catherine said. And then, louder, “You can form the circles using whatever method
you prefer.”
“Be creative?” Catie suggested. She giggled a little, and Cam winked at her.
“Beau Dannon?” Catherine called. Beau hoisted his duffel bag and started walking
towards the Aides.
“Be creative!” Cam shouted. Beau stopped, collected himself, and pranced the rest of the
way like an awkward ballerina. A few students laughed. Josephine returned to her book.
“Rose Lee?” Catie called when it was her turn.
“It’s Josephine.” She replaced the leather cover on her eReader and slipped it into her
bag. “You can call me Josephine.”
Catie stared blankly at her. “But your name is Rose Lee?”
“Yes,” Josephine said, sighing. “But I don’t answer to that.”
Catherine stepped in at this point. “If we are taking attendance we need you to answer,”
she said with a smile that did little to disguise the command in her voice.
“OK,” Josephine said. “So call me Josephine.” And then, almost as an afterthought,
“Please.”
This stopped the Catherines for a moment, and they seemed to deliberate without
speaking any words. Beau took the opportunity to study Josephine a little more closely. The
hood of her dark blue sweatshirt hid most of her face from view.
“We need to take attendance in accordance with the official roster,” Catherine
said. “We’re not authorized to make any changes at this time.”
“It’s not a change,” Josephine said. “It’s my name. I mean, it’s what everyone calls me.”
“We thank you for your cooperation and apologize for any inconvenience,” Catie recited.
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Catherine stared at Catie for a moment before returning her attention to the
group. “Besides,” Catherine said, “what if there is another Josephine in the group? We couldn’t
have two Josephines out of only twelve students. That would be confusing.”
Catie folded her arms across her chest and kicked at the platform floor.
“Is there another Josephine?”
The Catherines bent over their GeniusPad for a long time. There was not another
Josephine.
“All the same,” Catherine said.
Two uniformed guards sauntered over. One had his thumbs in his belt loops and walked
with his chest pushed forward. The other carried a GeniusPad.
“Is there a problem here?” Belt Loops and GeniusPad said in unison.
“No, sir,” Catherine said quickly. “Just taking attendance.”
“Listen,” Josephine said, “this doesn’t have to be complicated. My first name is Rose,
but I don't like it and nobody calls me that. Why can't you just call me Josephine?”
“It's not your name,” Catie said. “People should call you by your name.” She stared,
perhaps a little moodily, at Catherine.
“It is my name,” Josephine said. “It's legally my middle name, if that makes you feel any
better.”
“Oh, so now it's legal, is it?” Belt Loops said. “You want to bring the law into it?”
Catherine and Catie exchanged another glance.
“No, I was just saying…!” Josephine said, a bit louder than intended.
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Beau found himself smiling. Josephine clearly didn’t care who liked her, which made
him – he had to admit – kind of like her. He felt compelled to say something in her defense, but
he didn’t know what to say, or even what he’d be defending. Her name?
By now even people from other orientation groups were staring at her. Josephine exhaled
slowly, her eyes closed. GeniusPad typed feverishly, his eyes never leaving her face.
“I'm sorry I raised my voice,” she said. “Can you please just call me Josephine?”
“I'm logging a report of this incident, including your complaint,” GeniusPad said. “If
you’d like to pursue this further, you may submit it for formal review to the Central
Administration Office. You'll receive an email confirmation and a copy of this report to your
school account within twenty-four hours.”
The guards turned on their heels and marched back in the direction from which they had
come.
“There you go,” Catie said, her smile restored. “Now that’s PVP progress!”
“I don’t understand,” Josephine said. “Are you going to call me Josephine or not?”
Catherine studied Josephine for a moment. “Look, when it’s just us talking, we can call
you whatever you want. But for official PVP business, including role call and orientation
exercises, we have to go with Rose Lee. I’m sorry.” She glanced quickly at the guards before
adding, “The bureaucracy here can be a little crazy at first, but you’ll get used to it.”
“Fine,” Josephine said. “Whatever.”
“That goes for everybody else, too,” Catherine said. “All right?”
“You’re going to call all of us Rose Lee?” Cam asked.
Catherine’s glare cracked into a smile. “This is ridiculous,” she said.
“I agree!” said Josephine.
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“Who thinks this is ridiculous?” Catie asked. Everyone raised their hands. “Finally,
something we can agree upon.”
“I feel like a family already,” Beau said.

Residential Communities

Once everyone’s name had been called, the Catherines led the group along a brick path
up the hill toward the school. Beau realized his mouth was open as he looked around, and he
quickly shut it. The campus was enclosed by a gray stone wall that had to be at least ten feet
tall. They walked up to an even taller wooden gate with a pair of uniformed guards standing on
either side. A sign above the gate said PARIS VALLEY PREPARATORY ACADEMY –
SOUTH ENTRANCE.
“As you can see,” Catherine said, “we take the safety and security of our students very
seriously here at Paris Valley Prep.”
“All of the exits and entrances are manned by guards twenty-four, seven,” Catie added,
“and they normally won’t let you through unless you have a valid ID.”
Though he hadn’t ever admitted it, even to himself, Beau had been a little nervous about
being so close to D.C. He’d never been to a city even one tenth the size before. Even though
PVP was over thirty miles from downtown, he felt somehow more secure knowing that the
campus was so well protected.
Catherine moved closer to one of the guards and pressed her thumb against the small,
shiny badge pinned to her jacket. It lit up and showed a picture of Catherine’s face, along with
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her name and a bar code. The guard scanned the badge until both the scanner and badge glowed
blue. He nodded and Catherine stepped away from him.
“Which group is this?” the other guard asked, his nose inches from the screen of his
GeniusPad.
“We’re Gamma 2,” the Catherines said in cheerful unison.
The original guard typed a few things into his GeniusPad and squinted hard at it before
waving them through.
“Welcome to Paris Valley Prep,” he said. His stony face crinkled into something of a
smile when Beau met his eyes.
The Catherines led them through the gate and along the path until they reached a crowded
intersection where they had to stop and wait for other groups to move ahead. On the left, the
path crossed a stone bridge over a little stream. Beyond, Beau saw a number of beautifully
ornate buildings ringed in manicured shrubs. The shrubs were tall and thick and cut into a
sequence of repeating letters – P, V, P – separated by a smaller shrub in the shape of a star. The
entire complex was ringed by a cast iron fence. There were two openings in this fence, one for
the brick path and another for a paved road. Both were fronted by marble arches with the name
MYRTLE J. WOOD LEGACY SUITES embossed across the top. The individual buildings each
had their own arches with their own embossed names, like KOCH MEADOWS and THE
WALTON MEWS.”
“Woah…” Beau said excitedly, studying the suites. “Are those the dorms?”
Perhaps he was louder than he realized, because the nearest guard glanced his way when
he said this.
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“Oh.” Catie looked at him with concern. “We don’t say that word here.” She and
Catherine shared a meaningful gaze.
“What word?” he asked, hesitantly.
“Dorm,” Catie said in something barely louder than a whisper. Beau waited to be let in
on the joke, but they appeared to be serious.
“What do you call it?” Beau asked.
“This,” Catherine said proudly, with a broad wave of her arm, “is a Residential
Community.”
She stood back and waited for that to sink in while the students blinked at her.
“What’s wrong with ‘dorm?’” Cam asked.
“It’s not…” Catie frowned and looked at Catherine. “How does it go?”
“It creates a feeling of isolation from the greater campus community,” Catherine
explained. A few students nodded.
“What are we waiting for?” Cam asked. “Why can’t we just go in?”
“Oh,” Catherine said. “I’m sorry, I didn’t clarify. This complex is for Legacies, or
paying students. As scholarship students, or Schols, your residential community is over that
way.” She pointed down the crowded path to the right, which led to a few tall, blocky buildings.
“So you separate us,” Josephine said.
“There are two different residential communities, yes,” Catherine said slowly.
“But they’re equally nice,” Catie added.
They slowly made their way down the path to the Schol housing. These buildings were
enclosed by a chain-link fence, and a white wooden sign just inside the gate said “The Student
Village: Your Home Away from Home” in big blue letters. The Student Village was actually
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four large buildings enclosing a fairly large quad. The buildings’ cinder block exteriors were
painted in different colors – red, white, blue, and gray – and each had its own name spelled out in
metal letters hung above the front door. The Catherines led the group past the red Johnson
Freedom Hall and white Allen Independence Hall, through the Ehrenberg Equality Quad to the
blue building on the far side, which sat right up against the outer stone wall to campus. It was
labeled Breinig Liberty Hall, and the wide banner over the door said “Welcome, Liberty
Minutemen – Your Destiny Awaits!” Beau grinned as he studied the quad. Josephine looked up
from her eReader long enough to scoff at the banner.
The Catherines scanned their badges to open the doors to the building, and held them
open for everyone else to enter. The lobby was large and sunny, with light streaming in from the
windows and glass double doors that comprised two of the four walls. Five or six other groups
were already in there, so the Catherines led them to a relatively quiet corner. They read out
everyone’s room assignments and gave them temporary key cards to get in.
“Drop off your bags and get settled,” Catherine said. “We’re meeting back here at 1:45
to head up for lunch.” She looked at her watch. “So about half an hour.”
Beau watched Josephine and the other girls walk across the lobby to their wing. He
realized for the first time that Peter Maximilien wasn’t with the group, and he tried to remember
if Peter’s name had been called by the Catherines back at the veranda.
“Where’d Peter go?” Beau asked Cam as they made their way to their room.
“Who cares?” Cam said. He looked back in the direction of the lobby and shook his
head. “Co-ed dorms my ass.”
“What do you mean?” Beau said. “The girls are in this building, too.”
“But they’re all on B-wing, and we’re over here on A-wing.”
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They got in the elevator and pushed the button for the third floor.
“Huh,” Beau said. “I hadn’t noticed.”
Cam held out his thumb at Beau and swiped it to the right. “Rookie mistake,” he said.
Beau smiled hesitantly and studied him. “What’s that thing you did with your hand?”
Cam laughed. “It’s like you’re from another country or something. It’s the same thing as
saying ‘right’ or ‘right swipe.’” Cam studied him. “Tell me you at least understand that. Like
when you don’t like something.”
“Yeah, yeah, I know what righting means,” Beau said. “I’ve just never seen that hand
gesture before.”
“You on SM?” Cam asked as the elevator door opened. He grunted as he pushed his
luggage cart out into the hallway.
“Social media? Yeah, of course.”
“Well that’s something, anyway,” Cam said. “What’s your PR?” At Beau’s blank
expression he added, “popularity rating.”
“Oh, right,” Beau said. “I don’t know. I don’t really pay attention to that stuff.”
“‘That stuff’ is how everyone else sees you,” Cam said. “In a few years it’ll probably be
part of the college application. You need to get with it!”
“Things I miss out on living in my log cabin.”
“I didn’t really think you lived in a log cabin!” Cam said, laughing. “I just never met
a…a farmer before.”
“Things you miss out on living in the city,” Beau said.
“Touché.”
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They got to their door and held the temporary key card up to the lock until it flashed
green and clicked open. It was like what they used to have in hotels when Beau was a kid,
before everything changed over to fingerprint scanning.
They walked in to the smell of fresh paint and a room larger than the master bedroom in
Beau’s house. Two beds were bunked in an L-shape against the opposite corner, and a pair of
dressers were stacked on top of each other in the space next to the bottom bed.
“I’ve got bottom!” Cam shouted, pushing his luggage cart toward the beds. Beau didn’t
respond. “By which I mean…I’ve got top?” Cam said.
Beau smiled. “No, sorry, take whichever you want. I just. I don’t know.” His smile
widened. “I feel like I’m in college or something.”
“Right?” Cam flung himself back onto the lower bed.
Beau still stood in the doorway, taking in the room. It also contained two large wooden
desks and rolling desk chairs and a four-foot refrigerator and microwave combo. Two closets
were built into the wall on either side of the bathroom door, one labeled with Beau’s name and
the other with Cam’s. Inside, Beau discovered two pairs of gray slacks, two blue crested jackets,
a gray silk tie, four white button-down shirts, and a pair of black leather shoes, all of which fit
him perfectly. He’d been on campus less than an hour and it was already better than anything
he’d ever seen before. Beau almost felt like giggling, and if Cam hadn’t been there he might
have. As it was, he sat down at his desk and looked out the bay window onto the quad below.
“Not bad for free housing,” Cam said.
“If this is a Schol room,” Beau said, “I can’t even imagine what the paying kids get.”
“Legacies, Beau,” Cam said. “They like to be called Legacies. To call them ‘paying’
kids implies that money is the only thing separating them from us commoners.” They laughed at
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that, but Beau didn’t really find it funny. He didn’t care how much more the Legacies got – just
being here was already more than he had ever hoped for.

Plugging In

The next day, Beau’s orientation group was scheduled to meet at 8:00 to continue their
tour of campus. When Beau arrived in the lobby at 7:45, Catherine was the only one there. She
sat on an old leather couch with her shoes off, one leg resting on the other knee and her
GeniusPad propped up in her lap. Her clothes were more casual than the day before, and her hair
was pulled back into a ponytail. She looked surprised to see him.
“You said eight, right?” Beau asked.
“Yeah, but,” she smiled a little and sat up. “I expected to have to go around knocking on
doors. Our group isn’t actually scheduled at the cafeteria until 8:30.”
“You want me to go back to bed so you can yell at me for being late?”
Catherine laughed, and her smile lit up her face. “How thoughtful. Maybe next
time.” She patted the space on the couch next to her. “Or you can stay here and we can take bets
on who gets here last.”
“I like your plan better,” Beau said. He sat down a little too close and their knees
brushed against each other. He moved away to rest against the opposite arm of the couch. They
studied each other for a moment, each looking about five seconds away from laughing. Beau
realized he had been wrong the day before: Catherine and Catie weren’t identical after all.
“How old are you?” he asked.
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“Inappropriate,” she said, and he immediately felt stupid for asking. But she was smiling.
“Sorry?” he said.
“You are sorry, aren’t you? You have a very expressive face. Anyone ever tell you
that?”
He shrugged. “Maybe that’s why I’m so bad at poker.”
“Couldn’t help,” she said. And then, “how old do you think I am?”
“Ooh,” Beau said, wincing. “There’s a loaded question.” She smiled and waited for him.
“I’m guessing…” He pretended to size her up. “Eighteen?”
“Not bad,” she said. “I turn eighteen in November.”
“It’s my lame super power,” Beau said. “I can incorrectly guess anyone’s age within a
six month window.”
“Evildoers beware,” she said.
She looked down at her GeniusPad and they sat in silence for a moment. Beau liked the
precise way Catherine swiped her stray hairs back behind her ears while reading. She looked
back up at him, and he suddenly felt compelled to say something.
“You know,” he said, “it’s customary at this point in the conversation for you to guess
my age.”
“Oh, is it?” She shifted on the couch to face him, her arms wrapped around her
knees. Her toes wiggled a little beneath her socks, and he was conscious of how close they were
to his thigh.
“Well,” she said. “As it turns out, I don’t have to. Our orientation group has six fifteen
year olds and six sixteen year olds, and as an Aide I know which is which.”
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“Sneaky,” Beau said. “And how does this Aide thing work? Are you like a student, or a
teacher, or staff, or…what? What are you?”
“‘What are you!?’” she said in mock terror. They both laughed.
“I’m like a student teacher, I guess,” she said. “As an Aide I do my final year of work
over two years. I take three classes per day, plus two or three sessions of Aide work for my
faculty mentor.”
Beau nodded. “So you won't get to start college until you're 19?”
“No,” Catherine said, “but it's really good on college applications and resumes.” She
studied him for a moment. “You might want to look into it yourself in two years.”
“Yeah?” he said. “Do I have what it takes to be a PVP Aide?”
“Well you’ve already got the punctuality and lame superpower boxes checked,”
Catherine said. “That’s a good start.”
“I’m on my way.”
“Seriously, though,” she said. “PVP Aides have a ninety-nine percent success rate
getting into their first choice undergraduate and graduate schools, and one hundred percent of us
are hired in salaried positions within two years of graduation.”
“Woah,” Beau said. “You’re like an Aide recruiting sergeant. I didn’t accidentally sign
anything, did I?” He patted himself as if searching for his wallet.
“Make fun of me all you want,” Catherine said, “but in two years I'll be laughing at you
from Harvard.”
Catie came in the front doors then, and Catherine got up to help collect the rest of the
orientation group.
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After breakfast they toured Main Hall. Built in the 1890s, it was a massive, imposing
structure with gray marble walls and twenty-foot pillars wider than Beau and Cam standing side
by side. According to Catherine, it was the oldest building on campus that was still in
operation. It had two gyms, three small and two massive auditoriums, an old and a new library,
and a media room with more screens than Beau had ever seen. Each room they passed had the
name of a donor embossed on a plaque next to the door. Beau realized that Main Hall was the
only building he’d seen that wasn’t named after anyone.
“I bet no one could afford it,” Cam said.
Catie and Catherine showed them three different types of classrooms – Higher
Academics with SmarTop desks and large, seemingly paper-thin monitors in the front of the
room; Lower Academics with traditional computer desks and digital projectors; and
Occupational Enrichment, with closets full of blue and white overalls, assorted tools, and
cleaning supplies. They ended in one of the smaller auditoriums, where Peter Maximilien stood
waiting for them. Catie and Catherine spoke quietly to him, all three looking down into the
plastic container he held in his hands.
“I wonder what he’s up to now,” Cam muttered.
“All right,” Catie and Catherine beamed at the group. “Time to get your IDs and
watches!”
Catherine called them up one by one to wait for Peter Maximilien to find the appropriate
ID and watch in his container. The ID pins were small, metallic triangles in red, white, or
blue. Peter Maximilien instructed them to tap their IDs with their thumb or index finger. Beau
did so, surprised to discover the face of the pin was actually glass. When he removed his thumb
the blue front had been replaced with his picture and a small barcode.
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“As you can see,” Peter Maximilien said, “each ID has been programmed to respond to
your fingerprint. You are required to wear them at all times while on campus, and you’ll have to
scan them when you enter or exit most buildings, including your residence hall.”
“What’s with the colors?” Cam asked.
“Great question,” Catie said. “The IDs designate student class. All scholarship IDs are
triangles. White are for academic scholarships, blue are for merit and athletic scholarships, and
red are for students who were nominated by a donor or Congressman.”
“Or Congresswoman,” Catherine added.
“Of course. Legacies are purples squares, and Aides-” she gestured between Catherine
and herself “are circles, but the color is based on whatever class they came from before they
were Aides.” Beau noticed that both of their circles were purple. He felt kind of weird having to
wear an identification pin, but at the end of the day he figured it wasn’t all that different from
having to carry an ID card at his old school. He was about to ask a question about that, but
Josephine beat him to it.
“What difference does it make?” Josephine asked. She had the hood of her dark blue
sweatshirt pulled up over her head, and her eyes stared back at them as if searching for
weaknesses. “Aren’t we all supposed to be equal here?”
Catie and Catherine shared a glance before smiling at the group.
“Good question, Rose – er – Josephine,” Catie said. “I’m glad you brought that up.” She
didn’t sound even a little bit glad about it.
“Of course we’re all equal,” Catherine said. “These distinctions are mainly used when
assigning seats in the Assembly Hall and breaking into voting groups.”
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Before anyone could say anything else, Catherine told Peter Maximilien to pass out the
watches. He studied Josephine intently as he did so.
“I think mine’s broken,” Beau said, studying the dark, lifeless screen.
“You need to wear it in conjunction with your ID,” Peter Maximilien said, loud enough
for the rest of the group to hear. “They power each other simultaneously using the energy
naturally generated by your body.”
“The watches are a new model introduced last year,” Catherine said. “They have a bunch
of really great apps already installed, like your course schedule, campus map and GPS, all major
SM accounts, News Horoscope, and body health monitor.”
“It can even tell when you’re getting dehydrated or stressed and recommend an
appropriate course of action!” Catie added.
“What’s a News Horoscope?” Josephine asked. Beau smiled to himself. He wanted to
ask the same question, but he was afraid it was something else that only he didn’t know.
“Oh, it’s great,” Catie said. “Campus and online news streams are all compiled into this
app called your News Horoscope. You put in some information about yourself and it modifies
your news feed to stuff you’d be interested in.”
“So it only tells you what you want to hear,” Josephine said.
“Exactly!” Catie said. “Wait. That sounds bad. It’s not bad.”
“Changing the news to fit your beliefs isn’t bad?”
“You can adjust it in the settings,” Catie said. She looked to Catherine for help.
“Your primary interest group populates automatically, but you can add up to two
secondaries for free,” Catherine said. “And it doesn’t restrict your access to other news outside
of the app. It’s there to help you.”
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“Yeah, OK,” Josephine said.
Beau raised his hand, then immediately felt stupid for doing so when everyone else was
just talking freely. Catherine smiled at him.
“Go ahead, Beau.”
“Does that mean some of the apps and stuff aren’t free?”
“Everything already installed is free, and so are any apps designed by the school. Some
of them have ads or limit some features unless you upgrade to a paid membership, but it’s not
really a big deal. And of course any outside apps you would have to pay for on another device
cost the same amount here.
Beau nodded and put his watch on. Catie and Catherine went around helping everyone
fasten their IDs to the correct position on their shirts. Beau felt a jolt in both his wrist and his
chest as the watch and ID powered on. Catherine smiled at him.
“It takes some getting used to,” she said.
The triangle pin glowed blue, and the watch face showed a number of app icons that
corresponded to the different features they had mentioned.
“Several important updates,” Peter Maximilien said once everyone was set up. “Now
that you’re plugged in, information is automatically populated into your SM accounts so you
won’t have to manually set them up. There’s also the SM-101 app which lets you see what
everyone on campus thinks of any given topic or person.”
“Person?” Beau said. “How does that work?”
“It’s mostly for voting,” Catherine said. She caught Peter Maximilien’s eye and he
nodded and folded his hands behind his back.
“Voting?” Cam said. “It sounds like it’s just another PR app.”
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“It’s not,” Catherine said. “We’ll cover all aspects of voting when we meet in the
Assembly Hall tomorrow.”
That didn’t exactly make sense to Beau, but he could tell that Catherine wasn’t interested
in saying anything more about it. He tapped and swiped at his watch screen, trying to figure out
how to search himself on the SM-101 app. Cam did the same thing with a bit more success, and
he nudged Beau to show him his score.
“Seventy-eight,” Cam whispered. “That’s actually two points higher than my PR.” Beau
studied Cam’s screen. It showed Cam’s ID picture with the number written in green above his
head. At the bottom there was a green arrow pointing up with a number next to it. Beau guessed
that indicated the most recent change to his score.
“How do I see what I got?” Beau asked.
Cam watched Beau fumble around with his watch for a moment before yanking Beau’s
wrist toward him.
“Give me that,” Cam said. “You’d think you’d never seen a watch before.”
He tapped twice and Beau’s score appeared.
“Eighty-two?” Cam said. “How is that fair? Until today you didn’t even know what a
PR was!”
Cam swiped out of the SM-101 app and showed Beau how to use everything else. When
they opened his News Horoscope, Beau saw that it had identified him as a Male Moderate
Schol. The articles were all things he liked or agreed with, although it seemed to be taking the
“Male” thing a bit too far.
“I don’t think any of these articles are even written by a girl, let alone about one,” Cam
said.
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“I know. How do we add those extra categories?”
Cam sighed and swiped at Beau’s screen. “There,” he said.
Beau added Female Moderate Schol and Male Liberal Schol. He saw that there were
twelve basic combinations – Male or Female, Liberal, Moderate, or Conservative, and Schol or
Legacy – but he needed to pay to add more than two secondary interest groups. It had also autopopulated his interests in sub-categories like Movies and Sports.
“How do you turn them off?” Josephine asked.
Beau stopped swiping and looked up. The thought of turning it off hadn’t even occurred
to him.
“You don’t,” Catherine said.
Josephine looked around at the group. “No one else finds that problematic?”
“Their batteries drain in three to five hours if they’re not connected to you,” Peter
Maximilien said. “I suppose that technically would turn them off.”
“If you have any issues with your identification equipment,” Catie said quickly, “you can
file a complaint at the Administrative Offices on Monday.”
With that, Catherine led the group out of the auditorium.

Legacies

Friday was the final day of orientation. When Catherine walked them back to Liberty
Hall that night, she told them they didn’t have to be anywhere until the following afternoon.
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“I trust you’re all capable of getting to the cafeteria for breakfast and lunch without my
help?” she asked.
“But mom,” Cam whined. “It’s so much better when you do it.”
Catherine rolled her eyes. “All right,” she said. “Let’s meet tomorrow at the crossroads
at 2:15. We have to walk up to Main Hall and be in our seats for the Grand Procession at 3:00,
and I imagine all the other groups will be meeting in the Residential Communities. If we leave
from the crossroads we should be able to beat the crowds. So don’t be late!” She directed that
last part at Cam, who had managed to be exactly five minutes late to every single meeting over
the past week.
It was a good plan in theory, but it appeared as though every other orientation group had
the same idea. When Beau arrived at the crossroads on Saturday at 2:00 it was already
packed. He had to fight to locate Catherine in the crowd.
It didn’t help that late-arrival Legacies were still moving in, so a line of SUVs blocked
traffic in both directions. A group of guards was assigned to direct traffic, but all it took was an
angry shout from a Legacy parent for the SUVs to get right of way. By the time Cam rolled up
at 2:20, the crossroads was so crowded no one could move.
Catherine looked pointedly at her watch when Cam joined the group. He shrugged.
“At least you’re consistent,” she said. She told everyone to wait while she tried calling
her faculty director to see what to do.
The procession of SUVs blocking their path had no end in sight. With all the guards
assigned to the middle of the crossroads, there didn’t appear to be anyone manning the gate into
the Legacy Suites. Beau peeked around an SUV and then wandered through the nearest
archway. Cam hurried in after him.
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There were even more Aides in there than in the crowded crossroads, maybe one for
every five or six people, and they moved around in clusters, helping to unload vehicles. Most of
the Legacies had at least one parent who was filming everything on their phone, and in some
cases both parents seemed to be working together for different-angle shots.
Beau felt a poke in his back. Cam danced around with an imaginary football, bobbing
and weaving and motioning for Beau to go long.
“What are you doing?”
“Playing football,” Cam said, breathing heavily. “What does it look like?”
“You played football?” Beau asked, skeptically.
“All the time. The varsity team used me as the ball.”
Beau laughed. Cam stared at him for a minute, then threw his arms wide and made as if
to tackle him. He crashed into Beau’s thigh and fell into a bush.
“Nice form,” Beau said. He held out a hand and hoisted Cam to his feet.
Legacies walked by without noticing them, their shoulders slumped and heads down,
fiddling with their phones and watches. One such kid, with a brightly-colored, nouveau-retro
polo shirt and over-washed designer jeans, walked watch-first into Beau. He looked up and
seemed confused and a little annoyed by the interruption.
“Yo,” the kid said, swiping a few gnarled blonde locks out of his face.
“Hey,” Beau said. Cam waved.
A woman, presumably the kid’s mother, hurried over to film the interaction.
Beau looked at her, then back to the kid. “First time away from home?” Beau asked,
smiling good-naturedly.
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“Nope.” The Legacy typed a few more things into his watch, then looked up again and
sighed. He seemed exhausted by the effort it took to talk to them. “I’m a Lambda.”
At their blank expressions the kid sighed sarcastically. “A fourth-year,” he said. He
looked them up and down before turning back to his watch. “I take it you’re part of this new
infestation of Schols.”
“Harrison!” the woman said, peeking around the side of her phone. “Manners!”
“What?” he said, yawning. “Still don’t know how they’re going to pay for all of you.
Janitors and grounds crew can’t cost all that much.”
“Janitors?” Cam said.
“They didn’t tell you?” He looked up at them and smiled for the first time. “No wonder
so many of you applied for this. What a joke.”
He tapped rapidly on his watch, chuckling to himself.
His mother offered an impossibly-white smile to Beau and Cam. “Charlotte du Pont,”
she said, her hand hanging limply in the air in front of her. Beau stared at her for a moment,
unsure if she was expecting him to shake her hand or kiss it. He figured a shake would be the
safer route. Beau couldn’t tell from her reaction whether he made the right choice; she retracted
her hand, but her smile never changed.
“I think it's great what they're doing, letting children like you in here,” Mrs. du Pont
said. “I've been saying for years how they needed to add some diversity in this stuffy old
place. Didn't I say that, Harrison?”
“That doesn't sound like something you'd say, mother,” he muttered without looking up.
“I did, too,” she said, turning back to Beau and Cam conspiratorially. “He just doesn’t
listen to me.” They sort of smiled at her.
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Harrison summoned the energy to meet his mother’s eyes.
“Was that before or after your nightly rant about the immigrants?” he said.
Before anyone could respond to that, Catie poked her head around the side of the arch.
“There you are,” she said. She smiled at the Du Ponts, then waved Beau and Cam
over. “Hurry up, our group is next in line to get through the traffic!”
They followed her back outside.
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Chapter 3: The Campus
IN WHICH WE ENCOUNTER friends and foes to help and hinder our hero on his journey
through campus

Dr. John-Paul

Beau and Cam walked up the hill from the Student Village for their second day of class. Cam
moved stiffly, wincing and moaning dramatically as he went. Beau studied him out of the corner
of his eye.
“Man,” Cam said, “how are you not sore?” They had their first Occupational Enrichment
class the day before – Landscaping and Horticulture – and it involved a good deal of shoveling.
Cam had not handled it well.
Beau shrugged. “I live on a farm,” he said.
Cam scowled at him. “Not fair. They shouldn’t put me in the same class as the experts.
There should be a Beginners Horticulture.”
Beau laughed. “What would that entail?”
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“I don’t know. Planting flowers in little pots?”
They arrived at the main entrance and tapped their pins to display their photo and ID
code. The guards scanned the pins and studied their faces before motioning them inside. They
made their way to homeroom for the morning news.
Beau and Cam’s first block class that day was Media Studies. It was held in the Campus
Broadcasting Studio, an enormous room connected to the Central Information Office. Forty
SmarTop desks made precise rows along one wall facing a digital podium, and two larger
SmarTop desks flanked the podium on either side. A clear, oval-shaped conference table sat in
the middle of the room with about twenty chairs positioned around it. Three different recording
studios occupied the opposite side of the room, along with a broadcast booth and the set for the
campus news. The walls themselves were a series of 80-inch monitors, all of which displayed
news and events from around the world. The doors had been transparent when Beau and Cam
entered, but now they looked like mirrors.
“Optical isolators,” Cam said, pointing at them. “Bet you anything.”
One of these doors led out to Central Information and the rest of the school. The other
door was labeled Media Lab, but Beau couldn’t see anything but his own reflection in the glass.
The twenty other students in the class murmured to each other and looked around at all the
equipment.
Catherine entered the room shortly before two long beeps signaled the start of the block.
Beau caught her eye and waved, and she offered him a smile before sitting at one of the desks
next to the podium. The lights dimmed and the screens faded to gray.
“Welcome to Media Studies,” a baritone voice echoed out of every screen in the room. A
man appeared on the screens, thin and pale with sunken eyes and thick, curly brown hair. Beau
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recognized him from his Course Schedule App. “My name is Dr. John-Paul,” the man said, “but
you are welcome to call me Manny.”
The man transformed into someone else – tall and muscular with short blonde hair and
piercing blue eyes. He wore a brown shirt with a red band around one arm.
“In this class we will learn about the importance of perception,” the new man said in the
same voice. “Who would like to tell us why perception is important?”
The students looked around at each other uncertainly. Beau raised his hand.
“Yes, Mr. Dannon,” the man said after morphing into a plump woman in a ball gown.
Beau was surprised that the woman knew his name, and for a moment he said nothing.
“Perception…” Beau said. “Perception is what forms our ideas about the world.”
“That’s true,” the woman said. She turned into another woman, her red hair mostly
covered by a coarse, hooded frock. “Very good.” She smiled, and every woman on every screen
around the room seemed to smile at him. The screens zoomed in on her smile, and when they
zoomed back out Beau was staring at the unmistakable face of John F. Kennedy.
“And so,” the former president said, “why is media the most powerful tool we have?”
“Because it allows us to control perception?” Cam asked.
Kennedy nodded, then transformed yet again, back to the original Dr. John-Paul with the
curly hair. Even the mirrored doors had changed to show him, and it was through the mysterious
Media Lab door that he walked out into the classroom. He wore a long black coat that was
tailored to resemble something from the 18th Century. Beau’s wrist tingled, and he looked down
at his watch to see a text from Cam.
No way, look at that jacket - a Hipstocrat! I thought my crazy uncle was the only one
who still dressed like that ☺
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He then sent a picture of his uncle wearing a similar brown jacket with no undershirt
cooking at an outdoor grill. Beau clicked his watch off and tried not to laugh.
“Perception is reality,” Dr. John-Paul said. He had walked up to the podium and stood
staring out at the class. “To control perception is to control reality.”
He snapped his fingers and the screens changed to show a riot. Unlike before where each
screen showed its own image, they now worked together to show one connected scene of chaos
erupting all around them.
“Who knows what this is?” Dr. John-Paul asked.
“A protest?” a girl in the back row said. Dr. John-Paul nodded.
“Yes, but more specific?”
The class stared at him.
“I’ll give you a hint. It was covered by every international news outlet, and it happened
last year, less than fifty miles from this school. Anyone?”
Beau looked around at the scene of chaos. He had never seen it before it in his life.
Dr. John Paul snapped his fingers again, and the riot was replaced by Ed Easton, the
anchor of News! Tonight.
“Students at the St. Anthony Second-Chance School in the Fort Davis neighborhood
organized spirited protests yesterday,” Easton said. An image of the school appeared over his
right shoulder. “A representative for the school reports that the Administration is considering
student concerns and working to make the necessary changes.”
“That,” Dr. John-Paul said, “is how American news covered it. Students collectively rose
up and tried to take over their school, and they failed. By all accounts violently. This is one of
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our sister schools, owned by the same company that runs Paris Valley Prep. It’s also located
within walking distance of Capitol Hill. And none of you even heard about it.”
He tapped something on the podium. Ed Easton and the image of the school remained on
the left side of the room, while the rioting students returned to the right side.
“What are some feelings you get when you look at the scene on the right?” Dr. John-Paul
asked. A few students raised their hands and said things like “fear,” “anger,” and “confusion.”
“How many of you feel one or more of those emotions when looking at this?” he asked.
Most of the class raised their hands. “And how many of you felt those same emotions from Mr.
Easton’s news segment?” The hands went down.
“Perception,” he said, switching the screens to a blank white, “is reality.”
Catherine smiled. It was clearly not the first time she had experienced this presentation.
Dr. John-Paul seemed to notice her for the first time.
“I’m sorry,” he said. “Class, this is Catherine. She is the Aide for the Tuesday session of
this class, and we’ll have Catie with us on Thursdays. I’m sure most of you recognize her from
her starring role on the morning news.” Catherine smiled at them.
“While we’re on the subject of the news,” Dr. John-Paul said, “over half of our news
crew, including Catherine’s co-anchor, made the questionable decision to leave for college this
year. If any of you are interested in getting involved, please let me know. It will fulfill thirty of
your fifty required project hours, and it will keep me from volunteering you.”
He smiled at the class and they laughed.
“But seriously,” he said, the smile instantly gone. “I will volunteer you. All right, on to
the syllabus.” He tapped something on the podium and the syllabus appeared on every screen.
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“This is called a syllabus. For those of you coming from traditional high schools, you’re
probably not used to a teacher showing you the plan for the course. But get used to it. By the
time you finish college – or graduate school – in five or ten years, you’ll have seen enough of
these to fill an entire book.”
For the next hour, Dr. John-Paul went over the syllabus and course expectations, then
explained the definitions of media and propaganda. They finally returned to the topic of
perception in the last twenty minutes of class.
“Sometimes the name or logo of a thing can change the way we perceive it,” Dr. JohnPaul said. “Can anyone think of an example of this?”
The class looked at each other for a minute before a girl tentatively raised her hand.
“Like the names of laws and stuff? Like for education?”
“Very good,” Dr. John-Paul said. “You might remember Smart Start from a few years
ago? It actually led to a decrease in preparedness among primary school students. For my
generation it was No Child Left Behind, which left millions of children behind. But the positive
names changed our perception of these initiatives. Who’s going to vote against something called
No Child Left Behind?”
Another student raised a hand. “Fast food restaurants with their Healthy Menu?”
“Sure,” Dr. John-Paul said. “Cutting a hundred calories off a thousand-calorie sandwich
doesn’t exactly make it healthy.”
“Occupational privilege tax?”
“Yes! Because it’s such a privilege to have a minimum-wage job they should tax you
extra for it.”
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The class was beginning to get excited, everyone calling out examples one after another.
There was a sense of comradery in the air, a feeling that no answer was wrong. People smiled
and laughed at how ridiculous everything sounded when you saw it for what it was. Which is
probably why Beau felt comfortable enough to blurt out “Occupational Enrichment.” The room
instantly fell silent. Everyone stared at him.
“Dude,” Cam whispered.
“Interesting, Beau,” Dr. John-Paul said. “What do you mean by that?”
Beau struggled to swallow the lump that had formed in his throat. “I don’t know,” he
said. “I guess it’s just. I mean. It’s really just manual labor, right? Not that I’m complaining or
anything. But a name like Occupational Enrichment makes it sound, sort of, I don’t know, better
than it is?”
Dr. John-Paul studied him for a moment. He smiled and slowly nodded.
“All right,” Dr. John-Paul said. “We’re almost out of time. Lots of very interesting
things to think about. Thank you all for such a lively discussion.” He turned the screens back to
white and people began gathering their belongings.
“Oh, before I forget,” Dr. John-Paul said, “who would like to join the news crew?”
At first nobody raised their hands.
“Cameron,” Dr. John-Paul said. “You’re here on a media scholarship, aren’t you?”
“Yeah,” Cam said. “I’ve done a lot of work with film and editing and stuff.”
“Wonderful,” Dr. John-Paul said. “How would you like to be my production manager?”
“Sure!”
“We really need a co-anchor,” Dr. John-Paul said. He scanned the room, but nobody
looked at him. His eyes landed on Beau.
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“Mr. Dannon,” he said. “You clearly have no trouble speaking your mind. Why don’t
you help us out this week and see what you think?”

Occupational Enrichment

Two days later, Beau changed into his regulation blue overalls for his second-block
Occupational Enrichment class. He was assigned to the cafeteria and food court complex, a low
brick building connected to Main Hall by two covered walkways. The patio in between the
walkways and the buildings was dotted with round, glass tables, each of which had their own
blue or gray umbrella and six chairs arranged around them. The Legacies and Aides ate out
there, when the weather cooperated. On his first day, Beau had been tasked with power-washing
those chairs, while Peter Maximilien and Josephine followed behind with rags to dry them off.
Today they were inside.
“All right,” the Aide said when all of the students had lined up along the cafeteria wall.
“Today we’re going to be restocking!”
The Aide for their class was a tall, energetic guy who got excited over explaining
cleaning assignments. He was so excited on the first day that he neglected to share his name, and
now Beau felt uncomfortable asking. He just stood quietly and waited for his assignment.
Beau’s group – which included Josephine and Peter Maximilien along with five other
students – was assigned to “repurpose” leftover food from the Legacy Food Court. Josephine
had her hand raised before the Aide finished his explanation.
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“So essentially we’re feeding the Schols expired and leftover food that the Legacies
didn’t want? Just making sure I understand the assignment.”
“Ah, no,” the Aide said. “Good question. Um. Group C, any food item that is already
expired, please set it aside and we’ll dispose of it later.”
They broke into their groups and started working. Beau carried boxes of drinks over to
the refrigerated section, where Josephine and Peter Maximilien stacked them in neat rows with
the oldest items in the front. It may have been the Legacies’ castoffs, but Beau was impressed
with the food and drink selection at PVP.
“Oh, nice!” he said when he opened a new box. Inside were plastic bottles of a muddy
green liquid. The lid of each bottle was a little plastic lemon. “LemonCress! This stuff is so
good for you! It’s what they drink at NFL practices and Navy SEAL training.”
“What is it?” Josephine asked.
“It’s lemon juice and watercress, with a few other essential nutrients. Coach at my high
school swears by this stuff, but we usually didn’t have it at home.”
“Why not?” Josephine asked. She wrinkled her nose as she studied a bottle.
“Too expensive,” Beau said, quietly. He shook a bottle before taking a swig. Josephine
eyed him skeptically. Beau held it out to her.
“Try it.”
She hesitantly sniffed the top.
“Well,” she said. “If it’s good enough for soldiers and jocks…” She took a small sip and
immediately started coughing. “That’s awful! It tastes like spicy grass!”
Beau grabbed the bottle before she spilled any. He held it protectively in two hands,
close to his chest.
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“Don’t yuck my yum,” he said.
“You’re welcome to it.” She wiped her tongue on the sleeve of her sweatshirt. “I don’t
want to waste my free drink on one of those. Two hours is a long time to be stuck with that taste
in my mouth.”
“Perhaps,” said Peter Maximilien, “we should make better use of our time.”
Beau nodded and grabbed another box of LemonCress.
“Tomorrow is the first session of the Student Senate,” Peter Maximilien said.
“I know!” Josephine said. “I’m actually kind of looking forward to it. What’s it like?”
“I’m not sure.” Peter Maximilien reached over to straighten some of the bottles in
Josephine’s row. “Last year we came together and debated issues, but the voting was all but
pointless.”
“What do you mean?” Beau asked.
“The Schols proposed something and the Legacies and Administration voted it down.
Nothing really changed.”
“Typical,” Josephine muttered.
“But that doesn’t make it pointless,” Beau said. “You just have to work together.”
The Aide walked over to inspect their station and they immediately dropped their heads.
He smiled broadly at them.
“Not bad, Group C. Let’s try and get those fridges filled before the end of block. We
need to beat those slackers in Block 1. Remember, even when no one’s watching, we’re still
tracking your efficiency.”
“How could we forget?” Josephine said. If anything, the Aide’s smile got even broader
as he walked away to inspect the salad bar.

49

“What can we do?” Josephine asked when the Aide had moved on.
“We need to agree upon measures to propose in advance,” Pete Maximilien said. “If it
doesn’t get enough support it won’t even go to debate.”
“But if it’s all for show, why bother proposing anything at all?” Josephine said.
“Wouldn’t we just be playing along?”
“The school is different this year,” Peter Maximilien said slowly. “It wouldn’t make
sense to admit all these extra Schols if the voting hasn’t changed.”
“That’s right,” Beau said. “Things are never as bad as people make them out to be.”
Josephine rolled her eyes. “Please. Things are always worse than people make them out
to be.” She smashed the empty box of LemonCress under her feet.
At the end of the block, Beau returned his overalls to the appropriate closet and made his
way back to the debriefing area for his efficiency rankings. He didn’t care what Josephine said,
he was excited for the Student Senate tomorrow. He loved PVP already. Even the few things
that weren’t as good as promised were better than anything he had back home. He touched the
empty bottle of LemonCress he’d shoved in his pocket and smiled to himself. Great things were
going to happen this year. He already knew it.

The Student Senate

Chancellor Louis Bailey was an imposing figure. Six feet tall and almost three hundred
pounds, Bailey towered over Senate meetings like the great marble eagle perched atop Main
Hall. And like the eagle, Bailey’s face was synonymous with Paris Valley Prep. He had been
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the Chancellor for fifteen years, and a Vice Chancellor for fifteen years before that. During that
time he had presided over every Student Senate meeting, every Friday and every-other Saturday
for thirty years. As he stood at the digital podium at the front of the stage, decked out in his
flowing black robes, his chins swaying lightly as he turned his head, every student in the Grand
Hall was struck with a sense of being a part of something bigger than themselves. In a few
minutes, they would debate on real issues and make real decisions about their own education.
From first-year scholarship students to fifth-year Legacies, Student Aides to retirement-age
faculty, everyone paused to reflect on the significance of the moment. And then he spoke.
“Ladies and gentleman,” Chancellor Bailey squeaked in his high, hurried voice, “it is my
pleasure to commence this, the two hundred and twenty-fourth session of the Paris Valley Prep
Student Senate.” He paused to dab the sweat from his face with a handkerchief.
In addition to being silently imposing, Chancellor Bailey was a very nervous person. Or
perhaps he was a moderately nervous person who became moderately nervous over a great many
things. Crowds made him uncomfortable, as did small groups and occasionally individual
people. Public speaking made him nervous, as did private speaking, and he wasn’t particularly
fond of silence, either. He was not cut out to handle disagreements of any kind. Chancellor
Bailey had never been in a fight in his entire life – verbal or physical – and he became especially
nervous when other people fought in his presence. Traffic gave him anxiety, as did spaces that
were too open or too enclosed, public transportation, birds, marching bands, stationary bands,
pretzels, and children. He was terrified of children. Any time Chancellor Bailey encountered
any of the situations that made him nervous, he began sweating profusely. And if he was forced
to speak in these situations – as he was at the Student Senate commencement – he sounded like a
teenage boy who had just run a race against puberty. And lost.
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“As is customary,” Bailey said, “students wishing to bring an issue for debate will form a
line at their respective lectern,” he waved a pudgy hand to signify the Legacy lectern on the right
side of the hall and the Schol lectern on the left, “and wait to be addressed. Each issue, once
stated, will be subject to a vote by acclamation to determine whether it is suitable for debate. If
the ayes are greater than the nays, the issue will be added to the agenda. Once all pertinent
issues have been raised, we will open the floor for debate.”
He had to stop to dab away sweat again, as it was stinging his eyes and dripping onto the
GeniusPad that held his speech. It took twenty minutes to make it through the full explanation of
rules and procedures, and another hour after that before all the proposals had been made and they
were able to debate. Legacies opened with a spirited debate in favor of increased data and
download speeds on campus. The Schols were quieter at first, but when it became clear that by
“campus” they meant “The Legacy Suites,” then a real debate started. It went back and forth for
the better part of an hour, with Chancellor Bailey occasionally playing the sound of a banging
gavel to restore order. When they finally talked themselves out, the issue was brought to a vote.
“All right,” Bailey said. “Please open the voting App if you have not already done so.
This will be listed as Proposition One. All those in favor of increasing the bandwidth and data
allowance in the Legacy Suites – but nowhere else on campus – please swipe right for AYE. All
those opposed, swipe left for NAY.”
All around the hall, students tapped and swiped on their watches.
“All finished?” Bailey asked. He squinted at his GeniusPad. “Great. With a vote of two
to one AGAINST, the motion fails. Next-”
He couldn’t go any further as everyone started talking at once. Bailey had to keep
increasing the volume of his gavel sound to be heard over the commotion.
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“What is the matter?” he asked when they were quiet. This set everyone off again.
“One at a time,” he said. “Yes, uh, you there.” He pointed at a girl in a black hooded
sweatshirt. It was Josephine. She had somehow made her way up to the foot of the stage before
guards appeared to stop her. They motioned for her not to come any closer.
“What was the actual tally?” she shouted up to Bailey. “You said two to one, but what
was the actual tally?”
Bailey studied the screen. “Legacy for, Scholarship and Administration against.”
Everyone started talking again. A few Legacies stood up and shouted for Josephine to go
back to her seat. Beau recognized one of them as Harrison, the kid from move-in day. Josephine
ignored them.
“Are you telling me,” Josephine shouted, “that there are one thousand scholarship
students and we combine for one single vote?”
Bailey pulled out a second handkerchief and wiped at his face with both hands.
“Yes of course,” he said meekly. “That’s the way it’s always been.”
Bailey banged his gavel before people started talking that time. A few rows ahead of
Beau, Peter Maximilien raised his hand.
“Yes,” Bailey said, squinting out at him. “You, sir. Go ahead.”
“May I submit for debate,” Peter Maximilien said slowly, “the suggestion of voting by
head, rather than class?”
The room grumbled in response.
“I’m afraid not,” Chancellor Bailey said. “The time for proposals is over. That will have
to wait until…”
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His words were drowned out by more grumbling, louder than before. Now students from
both sides of the auditorium were on their feet - Schols trying to voice their protest and Legacies
yelling at them to sit back down. A pair of guards escorted Josephine back to her seat.
Beau remained sitting through all of this. He didn’t know what to do. The acoustics in
the room amplified every complaint, so with dozens of people talking at once he could barely
think. He looked across the aisle to the Faculty and Aides section. He spotted Catherine at about
the same time she spotted him. She smiled a little, opened her eyes wide and shook her head.
Beau laughed and nodded.
Bailey shot a nervous glance to the right wing of the stage, where Vice Chancellor
LaFaye stood scowling. He was very tall and thin and with fierce blue eyes and a nose like an
eagle’s beak. Even at his most cheerful, LaFaye was far more imposing than his boss.
When he saw the look on Bailey’s face, LaFaye turned the auditorium lights on and off
several times, which temporarily quieted the students. Thus fortified, Bailey cranked the volume
to its loudest setting and pushed the gavel button until everyone stopped talking. LaFaye walked
out to join him on stage.
“My friends,” Bailey finally said, “please return to your seats. Your concerns are valid.
Every student matters here.” He glanced at LaFaye.
“This is still a school,” LaFaye said. “You are still students. We must maintain order. If
you want to change something about this school or the way it’s run, you need to do so in the
proper, democratic manner.”
Chancellor Bailey nodded. “Please,” he said. “Sit.”
He waited for everyone to sit back down.
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“Now, as to voting,” Bailey said. “Matters of parliamentary procedure must be sent first
to the Executive Council before being brought to a general vote. We’ll be holding elections for
the Executive Council at next week’s Senate. Anyone who would like to run should prepare a
ten-minute speech. Once elected, if voting is an issue the council would like to pursue, we can
go from there.”
“All right?” LaFaye said.
Nobody said anything. They stared dumbly up at him or looked down at their feet.
“All in favor?” Bailey said, smiling a little.
“Aye!” the room responded.
“All right,” Bailey said. “The ayes have it.
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Chapter 4: Secret Meetings
IN WHICH OUR HERO ENCOUNTERS a nefarious plot, a moral dilemma, and the unexpected
consequences of his actions

The Evening

The halls of Paris Valley Prep were especially quiet and pristine in the ten minutes leading up to
the final bell of the day. The lockers gleamed under the steady glow of overhead fluorescents.
The last shift of Occupational Enrichment students had wiped down the cafeteria and kitchen, the
hallways and outdoor courtyards. They’d scrubbed mashed food out of crevices and buffed
floors to shining perfection. The evening news was broadcast. The eProf lessons were finished,
and Aides compiled student questions to be addressed in future recordings. Every member of the
student body, from Aides to Legacies to Scholarship students, sat in their respective classrooms.
Vice Chancellor LaFaye stood in the Central Control Room, surrounded by screen after screen of
empty, orderly hallways. He allowed the sketch of a smile to trace over his lips. This was his
favorite time of day.
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Soon, though, those halls would be filled by the seething, shoving, disorganized masses.
LaFaye had tried a number of initiatives through the years in an effort to keep the students calm
– single-file mandates, bans on carbohydrates, staggered dismissal times, solitary confinement –
but so far none of it had worked. Try as he might, he couldn’t control the chaos that was the
student body.
A long, harsh sound signaled the end of classes for the day. At every Security
Checkpoint around the school, pairs of uniformed guards stood a little straighter to brace for the
coming onslaught. Within seconds, classroom doors flung open and students poured out,
laughing and shouting and bustling their way past the Central Administration Offices to the front
door. LaFaye closed his sunken eyes and massaged the sides of forehead. They left quickly
enough, which was something. Soon the hallways were mostly empty again, though noticeably
messier than before.
A few small clusters of students still occupied some of the screens. Three students
passed a football around on their way across the lawn until a guard confiscated it. A line of
students with evening Grants and Contracts classes waited for the buses to arrive and take them
to their work assignment. Two Aides seemed to be interrogating a suspicious-looking character
sitting alone on a bench. LaFaye tapped the screen to listen to their conversation before nodding
his approval.
The top right screens showed Central Broadcasting, where Dr. John-Paul locked the
doors after his student crew left for the day. Two members of the crew meandered toward the
exit at a pace far too casual for LaFaye’s liking. He ran a quick diagnostics report on them.
Beau Dannon and Cameron Tarreyland, first-year scholarship students. They moved with heads
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down, huddled close together, commiserating. LaFaye was about to switch on the volume when
the arrival of the Grants and Contracts buses drew his focus to another screen.
They pulled up to the curb and the afternoon students filed off, most still wearing their
regulation overalls and hazmat gloves. They must have come from that contract with the
chemical plant. One girl wore a black sweatshirt with the hood pulled up, blocking her face. He
had been meaning to ban clothing like that, and he made a voice memo to look into it on
Monday. She walked with that nomination student who caused some kind of commotion the
year before in the cafeteria. Small boy, quiet. Supposed to be something of a genius. What was
his name? Peter something. LaFaye scowled. He studied the screens a moment longer before
shutting everything down and locking up for the night.

The Plan

Josephine groaned as she hoisted herself up from the bus seat. She turned to offer a hand
to Peter Maximilien, but he was already standing. He looked as if he’d spent the past four hours
in a business meeting, not cleaning up a potentially toxic spill. Somehow he’d kept his tie on
through all of it, and his black leather shoes were still polished. No one else in the class – and
probably the school – wore their regulation uniform any more than they had to, but Peter
Maximilien had his pressed and ready every day.
“I don’t know how you do it,” Josephine said as they made their way toward the growing
line for dinner. “This is only my second week here and I’m already exhausted.”
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“You’ll get used to it,” Peter Maximilien said. “After your first quarter they schedule
you for less Occupational Enrichment.”
“You still have it three blocks a week!”
“Yes, well,” he picked at a speck on the end of his sleeve. “They don’t really seem to
like me.”
“What’s that got to do with it?” Josephine said. “They can’t make academic decisions
based on popularity. Can they?”
He shrugged. “My first semester here I designed a way to improve the efficiency of the
conveyor system they use in the cafeteria. That seems to have offended them.”
“Who’s them?”
Peter Maximilien waved an arm around to indicate the grand marble façade at the front of
the school. He pulled out his handkerchief and wiped a smudge off his glasses.
They reached the front of the line and tapped their ID pins so a pair of Aides could scan
them. Both were tall and blonde and wore identical polo shirts. The only noticeable difference
between them was that one wore jeans and the other khakis.
“Aw, how cute,” the one in khakis said. “They come in pairs now.”
“This one brought a rag,” Jeans said. “Are you going to shine our shoes for us, little
guy?”
“I think someone just spilled something over there if you want to go clean it up.”
Josephine stared them down until they dropped their eyes. Jeans coughed and handed
them each a gray cardboard box. The words TARDY BOX were stamped on the top in bold
black letters.
“What’s this?” Josephine asked.
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“Dinner.”
She opened the box to reveal two packs of crackers, an apple, and a bottle of water. She
looked back up at the Aides.
“You don’t like it, get back in time to eat with the rest of us,” Jeans said.
“But I was having so much fun playing in toxic waste.”
Peter Maximilien lightly touched her arm and guided her away.
“Watch yourself with those Aides,” he said after a while.
“Oh, come on,” Josephine said. She munched on her apple as they walked across the
bridge that separated PVP from the Student Village. “What are they going to do?” She pulled
out the crackers and water and threw her box in a recycling bin.
“Let’s not go down that road until we have to,” Peter Maximilien said.
There looked to be another hour of sunlight left, and they sat down on a bench to eat their
crackers. After the first pack, Peter Maximilien reached into his shoulder bag and pulled out two
energy bars. He held one out to Josephine.
“Where’d you get that?” she asked.
“Hard to survive on just what they give you here,” he said.
“So, what, did you steal that?” she asked, looking at him with a new level of respect.
Peter Maximilien smiled a little. “Most of the Schols use a barter system,” he said.
“Hasn’t anyone asked you for the time, yet?”
Josephine nodded. “I just told them what time it was.”
His smile broadened. “It’s a code,” he said, “from when watches were one of the things
people had to trade. Legacies would throw them away and Schols would repair them and trade
them for food or whatever else they needed.”
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Josephine bit into her granola bar and watched the students passing by. “You ready for
the meeting tonight?” she asked when everyone seemed a safe distance away.
Peter Maximilien nodded. “You?”
“I think so. I was able to rally most of the Schols, but I’m not sure about Beau. Cam’s
supposed to work on him.”
“Cameron,” Peter Maximilien muttered.
They stopped talking when another group of students approached. It was that Aide
Catherine walking with Beau and Cam.
“Speak of the devil,” Josephine said.
Catherine waved goodbye and followed the path to the Legacy Suites, while Beau and
Cam continued over the bridge. When they noticed Josephine and Peter Maximilien they came
over to the bench to join them. Cam sat down next to Josephine and rested his arm on the top of
the bench behind her back.
“Hi there,” Cam said. “You come here often?” And then, “Pete.”
Peter Maximilien sniffed and looked away. Josephine finished her bottle of water and
walked over to throw it in a nearby recycling bin. When it became clear she wasn’t going to sit
back down, Cam got up and stood between Beau and Josephine.
“We don’t really have time to talk right now,” Josephine said. “We need to go prep for
the meeting tonight.”
“What meeting?” Beau asked.
“Come on,” Cam said. “I told you about this.”
“The Schols are meeting in the Liberty Hall storage room tonight at eleven to plan our
platform for the elections on Monday,” Josephine said.
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“Platform?” Beau said. “You sound like you’re forming a political party.”
“Well, after what happened at the last session, we realized that the Schols need to
organize if we’re going to have any chance of being heard.”
“I guess…” Beau said.
Peter Maximilien glanced at his watch and sniffed again. “We should go,” he murmured.
“Look,” Josephine said. “If you care about yourself, let alone the student body, you’ll be
at that meeting. This is bigger than any of us now. Tonight, 11:00, storage room. Be there.”
Beau opened his mouth, then closed it again. He slowly nodded.
“We’ll be there,” Cam said.
“Thank you,” Josephine said. “Both of you.”
Josephine followed Peter Maximilien down the path to the Student Village.
“Oh,” she said, turning around, “I almost forgot. Don’t bring your ID. That’s important.”
“What?” Beau called after her. “Why would I go anywhere without my ID?”
But she kept walking, around the corner of the corner of the Student Village and out of
sight.

The Meeting

Josephine sat on the bare concrete floor of the basement, legs crossed, flipping through
one of the yearbooks she had recently discovered in a dusty corner of the PVP library. Peter
Maximilien sat by himself in a corner of the room, tinkering with something. He occasionally
shot glances at the door that led up to the quad.

62

Outside a light rain was falling. Pairs of spotlights cut tiny yellow wedges through the
darkness from the guard towers on the roofs of the four buildings that made up the Student
Village. Cam dodged around these watery yellow lights on his way across the quad. He held a
backpack over his head in a vain attempt to stay dry. The concrete stairs down to the basement
were slippery and he slid down the first two before catching himself against the wall. He froze
in place and looked out at the spotlights, but they came no closer to him. He gingerly stepped
the rest of the way down the stairs and knocked on the door.
“You’re late,” Josephine said before he stepped inside.
“And wet,” he said, walking past her. He squinted his eyes to adjust to the light. Peter
Maximilien looked up from his corner, and they nodded at each other before he bent back down
to his tinkering.
“Some meeting you’ve got here,” Cam said.
Josephine walked back to her spot on the floor and sat down.
“Where’s Beau?” she said.
“Didn’t know it was my turn to watch him.”
“He said he’d be here,” she said.
“Then he will be.”
Cam took off his jacket and backpack and set them on the floor next to Josephine. He
shot another glance at Peter Maximilien in the corner, then sat down.
“You make the deliveries?” Josephine asked.
Cam nodded and opened the backpack. He pulled out a handful of ID pins and set them
on the floor between them.
“Got a few left,” he said.
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“Why?” Josephine said, picking one up. “We made the exact amount.”
“Some people didn’t open their doors.”
Josephine nodded and set the ID back on the pile. “You’re sure you weren’t seen?”
“Pretty sure,” Cam said. Josephine stared at him. “No, yeah, I’m sure.”
Peter Maximilien picked up the machine he’d been fiddling with and brought it over to
Cam and Josephine.
“That the ID machine?” Cam asked.
Peter Maximilien nodded and set it down in front of them. “Back to factory settings now.
They’ll never notice anything.”
“How you going to get it back to the lab?” Cam asked. He picked it up and studied it.
“My Occupational Enrichment Monday is cleaning in there.” Peter Maximilien took the
machine from Cam and set it back down on the ground.
“Well,” Josephine said, standing, “if nobody shows it won’t matter how careful we’ve
been.”
They all jumped and turned at the sound of a door creaking open behind them. It was
Beau.
“So this is the secret meeting I’ve been hearing about,” he said.
Cam stood to greet him. “Where’d you come from?” Cam asked, looking out the door.
It led to a hallway that extended as far as he could see through the shadows and minimal lighting.
“The main door.” Beau closed it behind him. “What, was I supposed to use the service
entrance? It’s raining.”
“I know.”
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They stared at each other. Beau smiled and ruffled Cam’s hair until Cam slapped his
hand away. He smiled and nodded at Peter Maximilien, who nodded in return.
Beau walked over and glanced down at the yearbook. “The four of us are going to sit in
a circle and look at old yearbooks?” He bent down to pick it up and started flipping through it.
“I’m sure you’re not even supposed to have this.”
Josephine took the book back from him as if concerned he was going to confiscate it.
“Anyway,” he said. “How is any of this relevant to the elections on Monday?”
“Forget about the yearbooks,” Josephine said. “We need to come up with a platform for
all the Schols who are going to run for Executive Council, so they can’t turn us against each
other.”
“There you go with your platform again,” Beau said. “That’s not how they do things
here. I talked to Catherine about it, and-”
“Catherine,” Josephine said.
“Yeah,” Beau said. “What’s wrong with Catherine? Anyway, people always run
independently and just say what they believe in. There aren’t parties or anything.”
“Why not?” Josephine said. “Why not organize a bunch of people who believe the same
thing? That’s the only chance we’ve got of having a say in this.”
“It’s just going to lead to more shouting,” Beau said. “You heard what Bailey said. We
need to work within the system that’s already in place. I’m going to run and hopefully get
elected through the system. That’s the only way to make changes.”
“That’s the way to keep everything the same!” Josephine said. “So what if people shout?
It means they’re waking up.”
He looked at Cam, who shrugged.
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“I need to get out of here,” Beau said.
“Beau,” Josephine said. She held him in place with her eyes. “You’re the best chance
we’ve got. You’re on the news. The rest of us could run, but nobody knows who we are. We
need a Schol on that Executive Council, someone who will fight to ensure we are counted as
individuals instead of a group. It has to be you.”
“OK, fine,” Beau said. “But if someone catches us I won’t get elected at all.” He turned
and headed for the service door.
Beau yanked open the service door and stood blinking into the night. After a moment,
the others joined him. A large group of Schols stood out there, crowding the concrete steps and
the quad beyond, pushed tightly together to avoid the searchlights. They all wore the blue and
white overalls of Occupational Enrichment, and all were soaked from the rain. They smiled and
opened their mouths in a silent cheer.
“Did we miss the meeting?” one of them asked.
“No,” Josephine said. She shouldered past Beau and walked out to greet them. “We’re
just getting started. Come on in.” She moved aside and gestured for them to enter.
“I don’t think we’re all going to fit,” a student said, eying the small room skeptically.
Josephine turned and stared at the basement, then whirled back around and smiled.
“Then we’ll join you out there!” she said and walked out into the night.
Cam and Beau looked at each other, then out at the soggy mass of students. Cam
shrugged and followed Josephine out into the quad. Beau turned and looked at the main door
behind him.
Peter Maximilien cleared his throat. He studied Beau from behind his small glasses, like
a hawk sizing up a cat to see if it was worth the trouble of eating.
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Beau opened his mouth and closed it again. His shoulders slumped as he looked back out
at the quad. He slowly walked out the door and joined them. Peter Maximilien smiled. He
wrapped the card machine in Cam’s jacket and left the basement, pulling the door shut behind
him.
“Thank you all for coming tonight,” Josephine was saying. “Everyone remembered to
bring their IDs, just in case?”
There were nods and murmurs of agreement.
“Good.” Josephine started pacing back and forth on the top step. She lowered her voice
to barely more than a whisper, but when she spoke it was surprisingly powerful. Everyone
stopped jostling and murmuring and shivering in order to hear her. Even Beau found himself
transfixed by the blue fire in her eyes.
“I know you’re risking a lot to be here,” Josephine said, “but I think it’s important to talk
to you before the elections tomorrow. We all need to understand what our options are. We don’t
need to be second-class citizens. That’s not why we came here. This school is made up of the
best and brightest this country has to offer.”
“And the richest,” Peter Maximilien murmured. Josephine swung her head around to
stare at him.
“Yes,” she said. “And the richest. They are a large part of this school. That has been
made abundantly clear. But so are we. PVP can be more than an empty promise. But they’re
not going to just give it to us.”
She paused and seemed to look each of them individually.
“We are the school. Not the administration. Not their military police or student
informants or silver spoon legacies. We are the school, and it’s time we took it back.”
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There were murmurs of agreement, of excitement, of anger. Josephine met Beau’s eye
last and the corners of her lips curled up into a small, crooked, but unmistakably genuine smile.
“You all know Beau Dannon from the campus news,” she said. “He’s running for a
position in the Executive Council tomorrow.”
She motioned for him to join her on the top step.
“I’m sure many of you plan to vote for him because there doesn’t seem to be another
option. Because he’s the only Schol you know who’s running. But Beau is one of us. He came
here on scholarship, just like you and me. And he is here tonight because he’s committed to the
same cause we are. He is going to show his support tomorrow by refusing to take the stage until
this sham of a Student Senate is replaced by an actual democratic process, where each student
gets their own vote.”
“What?” Beau said, cutting her off. He looked out at all of them, at Cam, at Josephine, at
Peter Maximilien and his hungry hawk eyes. And he shook his head.
“I can’t,” he said. “I’m sorry. I can’t do this.”
Beau started pushing past people toward the service door. Murmurs and then shouts
erupted from the crowd. Beau turned back to quiet them and saw a swarm of flashlights bearing
down on the group from almost every direction. The door opened behind him and he felt a hand
on his shoulder. He looked up into the cold gaze of Vice Chancellor LaFaye.
Security guards closed in on the group, holding flashlights in one hand and pepper spray
in the other.
“Run!” Cam shouted, and the nearest guard immediately sprayed him in the face. The
other students bolted across the quad, and the guards started spraying wildly.
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“Restrain them and collect their IDs,” LaFaye said. “I want a record of every person
here. I don’t care if it takes all night.”
The students ran in every direction, throwing their IDs behind them to keep the guards
from following.
“Don’t worry,” LaFaye said. “They won’t get far without those.”
One of the guards pushed through the group to get to LaFaye.
“Sir,” the guard said. “Vice Chancellor LaFaye, we may have a problem.”
LaFaye walked over to the guard and snatched the IDs out of his hand. Beau looked
around the quad. Josephine knelt over Cam, who writhed on the damp grass, his hands covering
his red face. There appeared to be vomit in the grass around them. A pair of guards walked over
to them and put them in handcuffs.
Peter Maximilien stood huddled on the top step, still clutching the ID machine. guards
stood on either side of him, ensuring he didn’t run away. Everyone else appeared to have gotten
away.
LaFaye squinted down at an ID. Rose Lee. He shuffled through the others. All showed
Josephine’s name and face. He threw them to the ground. The other guards seemed to be
discovering the same thing. A guard ripped the machine out of Peter Maximilien’s hands and
showed it to LaFaye. He scowled and shook his head.
“Sir,” one of the guards said. “I’d like to report that only one student appears to have
been carrying an accurate ID. Well, I guess two, actually.”
“Two?” LaFaye turned to look at him. “Who’s the other one?”
The guard squinted down at the ID in his hand, then back at LaFaye. “Beau Dannon,
sir?”
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LaFaye aimed an icy smile at Beau. He placed a hand on his shoulder and squeezed.
“You four,” he said. “Come with me. We’re going to have a little chat.”
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Chapter 5: Elections
IN WHICH WE ENCOUNTER the perils of a vicious bureaucracy and democratic elections

The Warning

“Well,” LaFaye said, once they were all seated in his office. He folded his hands in front of him
on his desk. “Here we are.”
Nobody said anything. The students were arranged in a semicircle around the desk, all
still in handcuffs. Cam sat red-eyed and coughing on the left, then Beau, Josephine, and Peter
Maximilien on the right.
“Why,” LaFaye said quietly, to his hands, “are we here?”
No one said anything. LaFaye typed something into his SmarTop desk, and the wall of
monitors behind him flashed to life. They showed different angles of security footage of the
hours leading up to their secret meeting, including Peter Maximilien sneaking out with the ID
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machine and Josephine planning the meeting on the walk down from campus. He tapped on his
desk and individual screens came into focus, one at a time. Some had audio.
“We are the school,” Josephine said in one of them. “Not the administration. Not their
military police or student informants or silver spoon legacies. We are the school, and it’s time
we took it back.”
“You make the deliveries?” she asked Cam in another one. He nodded and pulled a few
IDs out of his backpack.
“Occupational enrichment!” Beau shouted in another one. It was footage from the first
day of his Media Studies class. “It’s really just manual labor, right? A name like Occupational
Enrichment makes it sound, sort of, I don’t know, better than it is?”
“Why,” LaFaye said again after stopping the footage, “are we here?”
Beau looked around at the other students. Cam sat staring down at his lap, his face
leaking a steady stream of snot and tears. Peter Maximilien appeared to be nervous or
embarrassed, and a red flush had spread across his face. Josephine looked at Beau and raised
one eyebrow at him. He shrugged slightly.
“We met without permission?” Josephine said after a while.
LaFaye jerked his head up to stare at her. He unfolded his hands and pressed both palms
into the desk.
“Miss Lee thinks we are here because you assembled without permission,” he said. He
let his gaze scrape over all of their faces.
“That is incorrect,” LaFaye said. “Mr. Tarreyland, why are we here?”
“Because we tampered with school property?” Cam wheezed. LaFaye scowled, so Cam
added, “without permission?”
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“No, Mr. Tarreyland. While that is also true, it is not why we are here tonight.”
LaFaye pushed back slightly into his chair. He stared down at his hands as if surprised to
discover them on the ends of his wrists.
“Any other suggestions?” he asked after a while. Beau coughed into his cuffed hands and
said nothing.
“All right,” LaFaye said, smiling at them. “We’ll come back to that. Since you all seem
so adept at listing the violations that did not result in your current… situation, why don’t we
finish off that list?”
He studied each of them in turn.
“In addition to assembling without permission and tampering with school property, you
attempted to foment unhappiness in the student body, created and distributed false identification,
and broke curfew by almost two hours. But none of those considerable infractions are the reason
we are here. So I’ll ask you again, lady and gentlemen: why are we here?”
Peter Maximilien sighed, and LaFaye turned his whole body to glare at him.
“Mr. Maximilien,” LaFaye said. “Are we boring you?”
Peter Maximilien shook his head.
“Look at me,” LaFaye said, lowering his voice until it was almost a whisper. After a
moment, Peter Maximilien lifted his face. It was even redder than before, as were his neck and
the tips of his ears. When he raised his eyes, Beau was surprised to see not a look of
embarrassment, but full, unbridled anger. He could almost see the steam rising off of his
rumpled gray uniform jacket and off-center tie.
“Why,” LaFaye whispered. “Are. We. Here?”
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“It appears, sir, that you brought us here to prove a point,” Peter Maximilien said
slowly. “But you don’t seem to be in any particular hurry to prove it.”
The corners of LaFaye’s mouth curled up into a humorless smile, like the curling edges
of a photograph held over an open flame.
“Very well,” LaFaye said. He typed something into his SmarTop desk, and monitors
changed focus. They revealed data sheets on each of the students, including their photos, class
schedules, and academic records. LaFaye double-clicked the SmarTop, bringing Peter
Maximilien’s file into focus.
“Peter Robert Maximilien,” LaFaye read aloud. “You’ve been a member of the Paris
Valley Prep family for some time now. Parents died before your testing year. No income to
speak of. Admitted to our sister school after completing the fifth grade. Since starting here
you’ve developed a specialization in advanced electronics. Part of last year’s winning team at
the National Science Exposition. And yet, by the start of your second year here, you’re still
enrolled in all four sections of basic-level Occupational Enrichment. This would suggest
significant developmental deficiencies. Very odd. Consistently rank in the top five percentile in
all of your academic classes, but almost every professor and Aide you’ve encountered in the past
two years has indicated that you do not play well with others. Imagine my surprise, then, to find
you here, one of the leaders of this little insurrection. Can you help me make sense of this?”
Peter stared down at his clenched fists on his lap.
“Ah, well,” LaFaye said. “There it is again. Not playing well with others.”
He tapped his SmarTop, and Peter Maximilien’s file returned to its place among the
others.
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“The four of you,” LaFaye said, studying the screen, “are among the best and brightest
this school, and therefore this country, has to offer. All of you excel in at least one subject area,
if not several. Two of you are involved with the campus news, and at least one of you is
planning to run for a position in the Executive Council of our prestigious student government.”
LaFaye sneered as if prestigious were a four-letter word. “And yet, tonight, you all collectively
violated the sacred trust of this institution. I might have expected that from Mr. Maximilien,
given his history of insubordination. But you all played a part in this. Each of you made the
decision to undermine the safety and integrity of Paris Valley Prep and its entire student body.
And that is why we are here.”
LaFaye tapped his fingers on his desk, one after the other. First the right hand, then the
left.
“Are you going to expel us?” Josephine asked. LaFaye fixed her with his icy glare.
“Mr. Maximilien,” LaFaye said. “Are students expelled from Paris Valley Prep?”
Peter Maximilien shook his head.
“What is out there?” LaFaye said after a while. He gestured out the door to his office.
“The other Administrative Offices?” Beau said.
“Mr. Dannon believes there are Administrative Offices out there. That is incorrect.”
“The school?”
“Miss Lee believes there is a school out there. That is incorrect.”
They fidgeted in their seats.
“The correct answer is…nothing. There is nothing out there. You all came from nothing.
Mr. Maximilien here is an orphan. Three of you come from single-parent or foster-parent
households that earn well below the national average and one below the poverty line. Paris
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Valley Prep is the first and only thing in the world that cared about your existence, much less
your success. And this is how you repay our generosity?
“You came to this school from nothing. How can we possibly expel you if there is
nothing to which you can go? As far as you are concerned, there is this school, and there is
nothing.”
They sat for a moment in silence.
“So,” LaFaye said. “If we can’t send you away and you’ve made it clear you don’t
deserve to stay here, what options do I have?”
Cam sniffled and rubbed his face with his sleeve. LaFaye smiled at them, and Beau
shivered.
“It is my duty as Vice Chancellor and Head of Campus Security to protect the welfare
and integrity of this institution and its students. By any means necessary.”
He tapped his SmarTop, and an electronic copy of his contract came into focus.
“There, you see?” he said, smiling to himself. “It’s listed right there as my primary job
function.”
He tapped the desk again and the contract receded into the background.
“Some might refer to my guards as military police,” LaFaye said, shooting a glance at
Josephine, “but we are here merely to serve and protect. And so now we have a problem on our
hands. You have compromised that welfare and integrity with your actions tonight. And I find
myself compelled to respond accordingly.”
LaFaye stared at Beau for a long time, until Beau looked away.
“Mr. Tarreyland,” LaFaye said. “Come here.”
Cam glanced at Beau before standing and shuffling over to the desk.
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“You poor, dirty child,” LaFaye said, examining him. “Pepper-sprayed and still in
handcuffs. Military police indeed.”
He glanced down at his desk.
“There should be a master key in the top drawer there,” he said. “Go ahead. Get those
things off you.”
Cam stared at LaFaye as if waiting for him to shout. When he did not, Cam slowly
reached out his handcuffed hands and opened the desk drawer. He pulled out a key and fumbled
with it a few times, unable to position it into the lock of his own cuffs. Josephine stood up, took
the key from him, and unlocked his cuffs.
“Teamwork!” LaFaye said. “Very good. See how nice it is when everyone’s working
together instead of trying to attack each other?”
He smiled humorlessly at Josephine.
“Go ahead,” he said to Cam. “You may unlock her as well.”
He pointed at Peter Maximilien and motioned for him to join them. Beau he ignored
entirely. Once all three were unlocked, LaFaye tapped on his SmarTop, and the screens were
filled with a diagnostics report for each of the students. Their names and faces were shown at
the top, with various color-coded statistics underneath. According to the report, Cam had not
eaten anything in the past five hours, his pulse and blood pressure were elevated, and his most
likely current emotion was fear (at 92 percent likelihood), followed by anxiety (at 78 percent)
and embarrassment (at 45 percent). It also showed that he was conscious, standing still, and not
currently engaged in verbal or nonverbal communication. Similar statistics were shown for
Josephine and Peter Maximilien.
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LaFaye tapped the SmarTop and focused on another screen. This one showed a list of
each student’s diagnostic history from the past 24 hours, including past emotions and the times
and locations of verbal and nonverbal communication. Instances in which they were within
close proximity and likely communication with each other were highlighted in yellow. LaFaye
looked at Beau and smiled.
“Fascinating, isn’t it?” LaFaye said. “This allows us to monitor problem students and
prevent issues before they start. All from that little watch.”
Beau did not know what to stay. He sat transfixed, watching them.
“All right, now,” LaFaye said. “Give me the key.”
Cam moved closer and held out his hand. LaFaye pushed a button on the SmarTop and
all three students instantly slumped forward. The key clattered onto the floor.
“Oops,” LaFaye said. “Can’t have you falling asleep at the job.” He typed something
into the SmarTop and they appeared to wake up.
“The key, please, Miss Lee?” he said.
Josephine looked down at the key but did not bend to pick it up. Her face flushed and
beads of sweat popped up on her forehead.
“I.” She sighed and looked up at LaFaye. “I can’t move!”
“Oh, right,” he said. “My mistake.” He typed something else, and all three students fell
to the floor in a heap. Cam cried out after banging his head against a leg of the desk.
Beau winced at this, but otherwise sat unmoving, as if he, too, had been frozen. But he
wasn’t, and he didn’t know why.
“Not so fast!” LaFaye said. “You’re liable to hurt yourself.” He leaned over his desk to
look at them. “Here, now. Give me the key.”
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Cam grunted and let go of his head to pick up the key. LaFaye tapped something on the
SmarTop and the three students immediately stood up. Cam’s ankle made a popping sound, and
the right side of his body slumped slightly. He groaned and gritted his teeth but remained
upright, standing in front of the desk. LaFaye stood and walked around the desk to take the key
from his hand. He reached behind him and typed something, and Cam crumpled again, brushing
against LaFaye and leaving a muddy trail down the side of LaFaye’s leg. Cam’s eyes had never
stopped watering, but he was crying steadily now. LaFaye looked down at Cam and sighed.
“It looks like you’d better go to the infirmary before you hurt yourself further.” He said.
He pulled his handkerchief out of his jacket pocket and wiped the mud off his pant leg. He
folded the handkerchief neatly, mud in the middle, and walked back around his desk to throw it
in the trash can. He opened the top drawer of the desk and returned the key, then pulled out a
new handkerchief, which he folded and placed neatly in his pocket. When he finished and sat
back down in the chair, he tapped on the SmarTop and an electronic bell sounded. A guard
appeared in the doorway.
“Sir?”
“Mr. Tarreyland here appears to have hurt himself, and he needs to be escorted to the
infirmary. Isn’t that right, Mr. Tarreyland?”
Cam nodded through his tears. The guard hesitated a moment, then walked over and
lifted Cam off the floor. He carried Cam out of the office, closing the door behind them.
“Now then,” LaFaye said. “Where was I? Oh, yes. Your punishment. That is quite the
conundrum, isn’t it? I won’t publicly reprimand you, as that would acknowledge your little
meeting actually occurred. Which it most certainly did not. That also rules out the possibility of
suspension, expulsion or other more…creative measures. So, aside from the fact that your
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schedules now contain an extra block of Occupational Enrichment – which is not extra, of
course, since it’s been on your schedules the entire time – aside from that, I think I’ll leave you
with the assurance that I am still and always watching you, and I would hate to have to act in
defense of myself or the school again. Do we understand each other?
Beau swallowed hard and nodded. He looked at Josephine and Peter Maximilien, who
stood stiffly, almost at attention. LaFaye glanced at them.
“Ah, right. Terribly sorry.” He tapped something on the SmarTop and Josephine and
Peter Maximilien nodded. LaFaye typed a bit more, and they both turned stiffly and marched
back to their chairs. Then they collapsed into them as if suddenly powered down. A few more
taps and they woke up again.
“Do we understand each other, Mr. Maximilien, Miss Lee?” LaFaye asked.
“Vice Chancellor LaFaye?” Josephine said. She looked around as if seeing the office for
the first time. “Do I understand you about what?”
LaFaye smiled at her. “Nothing, Miss Lee.” He looked at each of them in turn. “I trust
that there will be no more secret meetings or similar disturbances?”
They shook their heads.
“Very well. You may go.”
Josephine and Peter Maximilien looked at each other, then back at LaFaye.
“How do we do that, exactly?” Josephine asked.
“Right through that door,” LaFaye said, pointing. Josephine walked to the door, and
Peter Maximilien silently followed. She turned and looked back at Beau, who hadn’t moved.
“Mr. Dannon will be another few minutes,” LaFaye said. “Go on back to your rooms
and stay there until the morning assembly tomorrow.”
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Josephine glanced quickly at Beau before walking out the door and closing it behind her.
Her look had said, good luck. Beau struggled to swallow the lump in his throat.
“I suppose you’ll be wanting out of those handcuffs, too,” LaFaye said. He retrieved the
key from the drawer and handed it to Beau, who was trembling so much he immediately dropped
it. He fumbled around on the floor for the key and slowly brought it up to his face. He dropped
the key two more times before he managed to get it into the correct hole and unlock himself. He
stood shakily and handed LaFaye the handcuffs and key.
“Thank you very much,” LaFaye said. He placed them in his desk drawer.
Beau slid back down into his chair. He didn’t know what to do, to say, to think. He had
never seen anything like that before, and he wasn’t completely confident he hadn’t imagined the
entire thing. What was less likely – that he had hallucinated for five minutes or that the second
highest ranking administrator at the Paris Valley Prep had the entire campus hooked up to a
movement-controlling, memory-erasing obedience machine?
“Now, then,” LaFaye said. “As I imagine you’re starting to piece together, none of them
will have any recollection of this meeting. But you will. Won’t you, Mr. Dannon?”
Beau opened his mouth and closed it again. He was parched, his tongue sticking to the
roof of his mouth.
“What,” he croaked. He swallowed and tried again. “What did you do to them?”
“That,” LaFaye said, “is not the right question. What you should be asking is, what am I
going to do to you?”
Beau felt the skin on his back tingle.
“The answer is nothing, for now. I trust that you’ve learned your lesson. If you want to
serve on the Executive Council, you’ll need to demonstrate leadership skills. That’s why I’m
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placing this in your hands. You’ve seen what these devices are capable of. Their primary
purpose is the well-being of the student body, and I am only authorized to activate the override
function when that well-being is threatened. I don’t enjoy doing this. But it is a necessary
sacrifice for the common good. For the protection of this school and its students. I trust you
won’t force me to protect them again.”
LaFaye looked at his watch. “Ah, look. It’s after midnight. Saturday.” He smiled at
Beau and gestured toward the door. Beau stumbled several times before his feet carried him out
of the office.
“Good luck with the elections,” LaFaye said, just before the door clicked shut.

The Decision

Beau barely slept that night. He tossed and turned in a cold sweat, his bedsheets sticking
to him like papier-mâché. When he got up at dawn, the eyes that met his in the small bedroom
mirror were red with dark creases underneath. Cam slept peacefully, and when he woke up at
8:30 he had no memory of anything after arriving in LaFaye’s office the night before. Beau
shivered as a chill crept up his back.
He was silent on the walk up to Dewey Hall, barely nodding when Cam or Josephine
paused in their excited chatter to ask him a question. Peter Maximilien murmured agreement and
advice. All of them thought he was on board to go through with their plan to boycott the
elections. None of them showed any signs of remembering the scene in LaFaye’s office from the
night before. Cam seemed genuinely confused by the pain in his ankle and the bump where his
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head hit LaFaye’s desk, and even more confused at the looks Beau kept giving him. He seemed
to have some memory of being pepper-sprayed, but he only joked about his still-swollen eyes.
Josephine pulled Beau aside in the hallway before entering the auditorium. Cam and
Peter Maximilien glanced back, then continued on without them. Josephine stared hard at Beau,
searching his face with her eyes.
“You’re on board, right?” Josephine asked. She stood close to him, their faces almost
touching. Her voice was little more than a whisper. Beau swallowed hard.
“I guess so,” he said softly.
“Beau, you’re the most recognizable Schol in this school. We need you.” Her green eyes
flashed as she said that. It wasn’t quite the fire he had seen in her the night before, but it was
close. “As much as I hate to admit it, we do.”
Beau smiled feebly. “I don’t think you hate working with me as much as you let on.”
“You’re tolerable,” she said with a lopsided smile. Then she leaned forward and kissed
him on the cheek. Before either of them had a chance to respond, Josephine pulled away and
headed toward the auditorium door.
“I’m counting on you, Beau,” she called over her shoulder. “Don’t make me regret that.”
Beau stood for a moment, unsure of what to do. A chill wracked his body, and he
shivered uncontrollably. But his cheek felt very warm. He smiled a little and lifted his hand to
his face. He was about to walk into the auditorium when he saw LaFaye standing at the other
end of the hallway, watching him. They locked eyes for a moment, and La Faye shook his head
slightly. Then he walked through the small door that led backstage. In that moment, any warmth
Beau had felt disappeared completely.
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The Election

The Executive Council elections that afternoon ended almost as soon as they began.
Chancellor Bailey read out the names of the candidates and then called them to the stage, one at
a time, to deliver their speeches. Dr. John-Paul placed cameras at various locations around the
auditorium to film the event.
Catherine and the Aides went first, followed by five Legacies in alphabetical order. Beau
was first up for the Schols. He avoided Josephine’s gaze as he made his way to the stage and
gave his speech. He stressed the importance of compromise and working to fix the current
voting issues, but he knew it was far less than she expected. He could feel LaFaye’s eyes on him
the entire time, and Beau fought the urge to glance over at the wings as he walked offstage.
Josephine let him finish and walk back to his seat, but she was on her feet before the next Schol
was able to take the stage.
“Chancellor Bailey,” Josephine called out. She hurried down the aisle to the stage,
trailed by a growing number of scowling guards. “I would like to enter my name as a
candidate.”
Bailey mopped at his forehead with a handkerchief.
“This is rather unusual,” he said. “Candidates are usually declared in advance.”
“Is that a rule?” she asked.
“No, no, I suppose not.” He glanced over at LaFaye in the wings. LaFaye shook his
head. Stop this, he mouthed. But Josephine had already shaken free of the guards and climbed
up onto the stage. Chancellor Bailey opened his mouth and closed it again. He smiled an
awkward smile out to the auditorium.
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“Well, I suppose…” he said. “If you have a speech prepared.”
“I do,” she said. Bailey nodded and the guards released her. She made her way up to the
podium and looked out at the audience.
“What are the youth of this nation?” she asked once silence was restored. She paused as
if waiting for a response.
“Nothing,” she said, finally. The crowd started to grumble again.
“What am I?” she continued. “What are you? What are all of the students at all of the
schools all across the country?”
She paused again, smiling her close-lipped smile. Beau sat in the front row, face red.
What are you doing? he mouthed. She aimed her next line at him.
“Nothing,” she said to him. “I am nothing. You are nothing. We are nothing.”
“Hey, screw you!” someone shouted from the audience. He was quickly escorted out by
a guard. Other guards clustered on either side of the stage, as if waiting for a cue to forcibly
remove her.
“Yes,” Josephine said. “Yes, screw me. Screw all of us. Why not? Here we sit, day in
and day out, for the best years of our lives, allowing ourselves to be screwed. And why?
Because we are nothing.”
Boos erupted around the auditorium, and more students were escorted out of the room.
One of the cameramen shot a questioning look at Dr. John-Paul. He shrugged and made a wheel
motion with his index finger. Keep rolling.
“I see I am upsetting some of you,” Josephine said. “That’s good. I should be upsetting
all of you. Because it’s true, we are nothing. But it is also true that we are everything. Or we
would be, if they’d let us.
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“We are the reason this country runs. How would they get around if we did not pump
their gas and wash their cars? If we didn’t work for them at our minimum-wage jobs and unpaid
internships and mandated community service? How would they do their jobs at all if we weren’t
their secretaries, their manual labor.”
The audience quieted down again, listening. Just off-stage, Chancellor Bailey looked
about ready to faint. His face was red and streaming sweat. He started pulling candies out of his
pocket and shoving entire fistfuls in his mouth. LaFaye whispered into his ear, but he did not
appear to be listening.
“We cut their grass and paint their houses,” Josephine continued. “We deliver their
packages and run their errands. Until we’re 30 – if we’re lucky – all of us will be relegated to
these thankless, insignificant jobs that play such a significant role in keeping this country going.
And so we are nothing, because they tell us we are nothing, and we’ve been taught all our lives
to believe them. And yet we are everything, because without us, everything they have would
break. It would stop. And then they would be nothing. But first we need to open our eyes and
realize they need us far more than we need them.”
“Sir,” Vice Chancellor LaFaye whispered to Bailey. “Sir, should I stop this?”
Chancellor Bailey stared out at the stage and did not respond.
“Look at this school,” Josephine said, her eyes flashing. “It exists to serve us but we are
taught to serve it. Without us, these teachers and administrators and guards that all wish I would
shut up and get off the stage – all of them would be unemployed!”
She banged her fist on the podium.
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“We are the school, not them. We are the nation, not them. Without us it would all
crumble into dust. But we are too blind and stupid and comfortable to notice, much less do
anything about it.”
“Sir,” LaFaye said more urgently. “Sir, we must do something!”
Chancellor Bailey slowly shook his head, his chins wobbling weakly.
“Many of you work for this school, filling all the jobs they don’t want to do themselves.
We are janitors and cooks and cafeteria workers, Teacher’s Aides and lawn-care workers. They
give us course credit so they don’t even have to pay us, using fancy titles like ‘Occupational
Enrichment’ to hide the fact that they’re asking us to be slaves!”
“Sir!” LaFaye shouted, grabbing Bailey’s arm. “Should I remove her? We’re ready and
waiting for your word.”
“Too late,” Bailey said softly. He aimed his sad, sweaty gaze at his Vice Chancellor.
“Don’t you see? It’s already too late.”
And it was. The Schols were on their feet in the auditorium, far too many to be restrained
by the guards. Some of the Legacies shouted at them to sit down, but it only added to the noise.
“We are not slaves,” Josephine cried. “Because this is our school, not theirs. We are
washing our own floors, we’re cooking our own food, we’re cutting our own lawns. This school
belongs to us. And it’s up to us to take it back. It’s time to stop fighting amongst ourselves for
their cast-offs and left-overs. They encourage these rivalries between us to keep us separated
and weak. But what is the difference between an athlete and an academic? Between a legacy
and a scholarship student?”
LaFaye walked away from Bailey in disgust.
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“When you elect me to the Executive Council, I will bring the power back to the real
owners of this school. I will make sure every student gets a vote on every issue, not one vote per
class. I will not work to do that. I will not prioritize that. I will not give it my time and energy.
I will do it. I will not stop until it is done!”
LaFaye caught the eye of his chief of security and nodded. Guards immediately swarmed
the stage. Josephine grabbed on to the podium and kept shouting.
“They tell us we’re nothing, and until now we have believed them. But those days are
over. We cannot be satisfied with nothing any longer. We cannot stop until they recognize us
for what we are.”
Guards managed to pull her away from the microphone. The auditorium was complete
chaos. Schols fought with the Legacies who tried to quiet them and pushed back when guards
tried to restrain them. Just before they pulled her from the stage, Josephine yanked her head free.
“What are we?” she shouted.
The answer was collective and deafening.
“Everything!”
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Chapter 6: Action and Compromise
IN WHICH OUR HERO bravely battles to open doors, take oaths, and make compromises

The Lockout

The school enforced an 8:00 curfew that night, and most people accepted it without
complaint. If the guards were surprised by this peaceful acceptance, the students were equally
surprised they weren’t in bigger trouble. Nobody knew what to do. Nothing like this had ever
happened before.
When nobody stopped them, all three dorms of the student village emptied at 9:00 the
next morning. Every Schol on campus walked up the hill to Main Hall, quietly, a long,
winding line made up of little groups of two and three and four. Josephine walked with Peter
Maximilien. Beau and Cam were a short distance ahead of them. She waved to Beau when he
first came out of his building. He saw her. She saw him see her. But he pretended he didn’t,
and he pushed ahead through the crowd without acknowledging she was there.
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Josephine laughed a short, humorless laugh and turned to Peter Maximilien as if she had
never noticed Beau at all.
“We may have an opportunity here,” Peter Maximilien whispered to her as they
walked. “They were clearly disorganized after your speech last night, and now they’re just
letting it go without doing anything about it. If we strike now they could be off-balance.”
She nodded and continued walking.
“Whether we win outright or force them to harsher retaliations, either way it will unify
more of the student body to our cause.” He looked to her for a response, but she wasn’t looking
at him.
“I only said what needed to be said,” Josephine said. It was unclear whether she was
talking to Peter or herself. “What we all agreed upon. Clearly nobody else was going to say it.”
“Right,” Peter said. “It was…perfect.”
Josephine directed her fierce gaze at him. “Thank you,” she said. She looked off, ahead
of them. “Seems like it might just be the two of us in this fight. We can’t trust anyone else.”
Peter nodded. “I think others will join us, but it’s still too soon for a lot of people. We
need to realign their thinking before we can really mobilize them.”
“OK, comrade,” she said, smiling. Only Peter could say something like that without a
hint of sarcasm. “‘Realign their thinking.’ If only it was that easy.”
“Maybe it can be,” he said quietly.
“Huh?” She studied him. He blushed and looked straight ahead.
“I just mean, yes, that would be ideal,” Peter said. “Collectively, most of us want the
same things. But the majority doesn’t realize they are a majority yet. At least not consciously.”
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Before Josephine could respond to that, she heard a commotion up ahead. The first group
of students had reached Dewey Hall. Rather than open the doors and go in, the stream of
students began to pool around them. Everyone had remained relatively quiet on the walk up,
but now the voices began to rise. Josephine couldn’t see what was going on. She hurried to
catch up.
“What is it?” she asked when she reached the edge of the crowd.
“Door’s locked.” It was Beau who answered her, his voice flat and his eyes on the
ground.
“Oh,” she said. She pushed her way toward the front of the crowd. Peter Maximilien
followed silently behind her. When they saw it was her, the students stepped back a little. She
couldn’t tell whether it was to clear a path or if they were afraid to be seen with her. One kid
still pushed and pulled at the door. He looked up when she approached. She could tell the exact
moment he recognized her. His hands dropped from the door handle and he stood up straight,
as if coming to attention. The rest of the crowd quieted around them.
“What’s going on?” Josephine asked, when no one else said anything.
“It, uh. It won’t open.”
“Did you try swiping your ID?” someone shouted from the crowd.
“Oh, you have to swipe an ID to get into the buildings?” the kid said sarcastically. He
shot a sideways glance at Josephine.
“Yeah, usually,” Cam said.
“Of course I swiped my ID!” the kid shouted. He threw up his hands and moved to let
Josephine closer to the door. “If we’re not in our seats by 9:30,” he said, “we’re really going to
be in trouble.”
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“How convenient,” Peter Maximilien murmured beside her.
Josephine pressed her hand against the smooth, dark wood of the door. She resisted the
urge to try pulling it herself. The kid stopped pacing and watched her.
“Have you considered,” she said, slowly, “that maybe they don’t want us to come in?”
She herself hadn’t actually considered this until she said it. But now that the words were
out of her mouth, it started making sense. The crowd around her started murmuring.
“What do you mean?” the kid asked.
“I mean, what if it’s the Administration who locked us out?”
“Why would they do that?” the kid asked. “It’s a mandatory activity.”
“Punishable by loss of vote,” Peter Maximilien murmured. Josephine nodded.
She looked around. Somehow, without her noticing it, Beau and Cam had squeezed in
next to her. She refused to look at Beau, but Cam offered a little wave.
“Hey,” Beau said, quietly.
She turned ever so slightly toward him to indicate she was listening.
“I think you’re right,” he said.
“I know I’m right,” she said automatically. She wanted to be anywhere but next to him,
but she wasn’t about to let him steal the spotlight by the door. She took a deep breath and sighed
some of the tension out of her body.
“Why?” she asked.
“Huh?”
“Why do you think I’m right?” She glanced quickly at Beau, then away again. Peter
Maximilien caught her eye before disappearing into the crowd.
“Because,” he said. “Where are the Legacies?”
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She raised her hand to shield her eyes from the sun. The line up from the dorms had
condensed around them. All two thousand Schols were there. And not one single Legacy.
“I don’t know,” she said. “Why don’t you ask your girlfriend?”
“Who?”
“Whichever one of the Catherines it is you’re seeing. I can’t tell the difference.”
Beau sighed and shoved his hands into his pockets. She traced the crack between the
doors with her finger, then pressed her ear against it. Nothing. But the doors were thick. That
didn’t necessarily mean anything.
“It seems that the Administration is afraid of us,” Josephine shouted, stopping the chatter
of the crowd. “They were afraid of us last night when we refused to be insignificant
anymore. They were afraid of us joining together and speaking as one. They were afraid of
democracy in action.”
She slapped a hand against the thick, wooden doors and listened to the satisfying thwack
of it. She enjoyed the tingling feeling in her palm after. She hit the door again, and again.
“And now, out of that same fear-” SLAP! “-they have locked us out-” SLAP! “in an
effort to take away our voice-” SLAP! SLAP! “But they underestimated us-” SLAP! “Didn’t
they?” SLAP!
The crowd began to murmur, to come alive. Yes, it murmured, though it did not yet
know why. Yes.
“They thought that to keep us out-” SLAP! “Was to keep us quiet-” SLAP! “But we’ll
show them-” SLAP! “Won’t we?” SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!
Yes! The crowd frothed and surged and receded like one giant wave, moving closer to
her, then farther away again. Watching. Waiting. Yes.
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“We’ll show them-” SLAP! “That we will not-” SLAP! “be so easily silenced!” SLAP!
SLAP!
Yes! Those closest to the door began slapping with her.
“We’ll show them-” SLAP! “that true democracy-” SLAP! “requires DISSENT!” SLAP!
SLAP! “And that there-” SLAP! “is more than one way-” SLAP! “to cast our votes!” SLAP!
SLAP! “If they won’t let us-” SLAP! “come to them-” SLAP! “then we’ll make them-” SLAP!
SLAP! “Come to us!”
With that, she pushed through the crowd, out away from Dewey Hall.

The Oath

Beau struggled to keep up with Josephine as she pushed through the surging mass. What
in the hell was she doing now? She had that crazy look in her eye again, the same one she had
last night at the elections. Beau figured he could work this all out, but he needed to keep her
from making things worse. He looked at Cam, who grinned at him.
“She’s amazing, isn’t she?” Cam said. Beau shook his head. If he wanted to calm
everyone down, he was going to have to do it on his own.
“Josephine!” Beau shouted. He almost ran the few feet that still separated them. “Where
are you going?”
“I’m actually not sure,” she admitted. But she didn’t stop. If anything she moved faster,
jogging around the side of the building. Max was waiting for her on the other side.
“Everything’s locked,” he said.
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“Damnit!”
She stopped and looked around. Beau caught up to her and brushed her back with his
fingers. She shrugged away from him, and he immediately felt awkward for doing it. He studied
the tops of his sneakers, face burning.
“Is there anywhere that would be open right now?” she asked without turning to face
him.
“9:30 on a Saturday?” Beau said. “Probably not.”
“Everyone’s supposed to be in Dewey,” Cam chimed in. He was out of breath from all
the running.
“We need to meet somewhere else,” Josephine said. She spun around in a circle,
surveying the campus. “We can’t let them shut us down and shut us up.”
Peter Maximilien nodded. “We need to keep meeting on our own.”
Beau glanced briefly at Peter Maximilien, then looked back at her. “I’m not disagreeing
with you,” he said, “but nothing will be open.”
The face of his watch flashed blue, and he tapped it. “Catherine,” he said. Josephine
sighed and walked away from him. Peter Maximilien went with her.
Where are you guys? Catherine asked. We’ve been here for an hour already
Locked out, Beau wrote back. Why so early?
They messaged everyone about a preliminary meeting to go over elections. Didn’t you
get it?
Beau double-checked to make sure. Nothing. He confirmed with Cam, then added,
Don’t think any Schols did.
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I tried stalling them but they’re about to start the elections. You need to get in here or
you’ll be disqualified!
Josephine and Peter Maximilien walked back to them.
“Not many places big enough to hold all of us,” Josephine was saying. “Even if they are
unlocked.”
Peter Maximilien frowned and nodded. “The people are restless,” he said. “We’re going
to lose them if we don’t take action. Do you want me to find a suitable venue while you keep
them stirred up?”
“Suitable venue?” Cam said. “We’re staging a protest, not making dinner reservations.”
“Hey,” Beau cut in. He relayed Catherine’s messages. “She didn’t realize anything was
up until 9:30 rolled around and we didn’t show.”
“How astute of her,” Josephine said.
“The point is, the Legacies don’t realize we’re locked out. They think we’re boycotting
in protest, and they’re about to start the elections without us. She doesn’t think anyone will be
able to leave the assembly hall to even try letting us in until they break at noon.”
“Well, there you go,” Josephine said. “Helpful as always.”
She nodded to Peter Maximilien, and he walked off in the direction of the
cafeteria. Josephine brushed past Beau and headed back in the direction of the crowd.
“Everything’s going to be locked,” Beau called after her. “We’ll have to have our
meeting in a field.”
Josephine spun around to face him. “That’s it!” she said.
“What’s it?”
“You’re a jock.”
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He frowned. “I play sports, yes.”
“You can get us into the football field.”
“I mean, I guess…”
“Listen. Sure, we can meet anywhere. We can sit down and meet right here. But it will
send a better message if it’s somewhere they wouldn’t want us to be. The buildings are all
locked. What’s the one place we can get into where they wouldn’t want us to be?”
“I guess it’s the stadium, but-”
“So that’s where we’re going.”
“Josephine, listen.” He grabbed her arm. She turned around, eyes blazing, and shook him
off.
“Don’t,” she said. “Don’t touch me and don’t try to stop me. I didn’t make you come
here. I didn’t make you follow me, and I’m not making you now. You can make your
own decisions, but let me make mine!”
Josephine rallied the crowd and pushed on toward the stadium. She sent a message to
Max to meet her there. Beau hurried to stay in stride with her.
“Sorry,” Beau said. “I didn’t mean to – I’m sorry. That’s not what I’m saying, it’s just-”
“It’s always just something. My whole life, every time someone tries to take something
away from me or tell me I can’t, there’s always just something. There will always be a million
reasons not to do something, and I don’t want to hear it anymore. I’m sick of it! We’re all sick
of it! Look around you! All of these people are sick of it! How are you not sick of it?”
“I’m not sure I know what we’re talking about anymore.”
“How convenient! Am I being too emotional? Do I need to calm down?”
“No…”
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“You’re so full of shit. You can’t Right everything. You think if you agree with the
Legacies and Admins some more they’ll open those doors for you? Sometimes you have to go
Left. Or, what do I care? Go sit outside the doors and wait for the world to Right itself for
you. In the meantime, I’m going to the stadium, and all of these people are coming with me.”
“But that’s what I’m saying. Even if we manage to get in now, they’ll lock it up as soon
as we leave. They have that power. We don’t.”
“Then we won’t leave!”
They had reached the stadium and Josephine jumped up onto a marble lamp post platform
and grabbed onto the pole.
“What we’re about to do probably isn’t allowed,” she called to the crowd. “They’ll
certainly try to kick us out. Once we leave the stadium they’ll lock it up the same way they
locked those doors. So maybe it’s not worth going in at all.”
No!
“Maybe we should only stand up for ourselves if we are guaranteed we’ll
succeed! Maybe we should step back into line and do as we’re told!”
No!
“No?”
NO!
“All right then. I’m with you. And if you’re with me, then you’ll follow me into that
stadium and pledge that we will keep on meeting until this school is a real democracy. We will
keep meeting until we have a written constitution that lays out the equal rights of every student,
Legacy and Schol. We will keep meeting no matter how many places they lock us out of. We
will keep meeting, all of us, together, and refuse to rejoin them until they join us!”
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Josephine leapt off the platform and landed, more or less gracefully, next to Beau. Her
fiery gaze lit upon him for a moment, a look that said what now? She rushed off before he could
respond, up to and over the turnstile, into the stadium. The crowd roared in after her. This
included Cam, who barely registered another grin at Beau before he disappeared.
Beau stood his ground near the lamp post as the student body surged and sweated around
him, a small, immovable island in an angry, unstoppable flood. Though she was long gone,
Beau continued to stare after Josephine. He shook his head, a smile dancing over his lips. She
was impulsive and combative and impossible, but he had to admit that she was also – kind of –
amazing.

The Compromise

Catherine called Beau a little after noon. Josephine and Cam had done a pretty good job
calming everyone down enough to focus. From there they constructed a pledge of sorts, a
document they were calling the Football Field Oath. In it, they agreed that the Schols would
keep meeting separately until the school had a formal, written constitution outlining the equal
rights of every student, and voting was by head rather than by class. Peter Maximilien recorded
it all on his GeniusPad, then linked it to the GoMeet app on their watches. By swiping right,
every student was able to add their signature to the oath in a matter of seconds.
Beau shouldered his way through the crowd to Josephine, Cam, and Peter Maximilien,
who stood on the fifty yard line, slightly apart from the rest of the students.
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“Hey!” Beau called. Cam beamed at him and waved him over, but Josephine and Peter
Maximilien barely looked up. They all huddled around Peter Maximilien’s GeniusPad.
“Catherine just called me,” Beau said. “I told her what happened and she went to Dr.
John-Paul for help.”
Cam and Peter Maximilien looked up at him, but Josephine kept her eyes down on the
screen.
“We don’t need help,” she said. “Not from Catherine or the faculty or anyone else. We
did this on our own.”
“No one’s disputing that!” Beau said. “You accomplished something really important
here today.”
“Nothing like this has ever been done before,” Peter Maximilien said. Josephine still
refused to look up from the screen.
“Josephine, listen,” Beau said. “I’m not trying to argue with you. This oath that you
guys created, it’s impressive. I signed it. But what do you do now?”
“We wait,” she said.
“For what?” Beau asked. “Dr. John-Paul is offering to help. We should meet with him.”
“Who is he?”
“He’s the Dean of Information and Technology,” Cam said.
“The Dean of Propaganda, you mean?”
Beau sighed. “Fine, yes. Call him whatever you want. But why wouldn’t you want
someone like that on our side?”
“Oh it’s ‘our’ side now?” Josephine said. She finally met his eye, but she looked at him
as if he was something gross stuck to the bottom of her shoe. Beau stared at her and waited.
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“You think we can trust them?” she asked. She shared a look with Peter Maximilien,
who nodded.
“This oath is nothing more than a file on Peter’s computer unless we get the
Administration to take it seriously,” Beau said.
“Fine,” Josephine said after a while. “I’ll go talk to Mr. Propaganda and your girlfriend.
I’ll shove this oath in the face of Chancellor Bailey himself.”
Beau realized that might not be such a good idea after all. Fortunately Cam and Peter
Maximilien seemed to be on the same page.
“I think,” Peter Maximilien said, “maybe someone else should go.” Beau and Cam
nodded their agreement.
Josephine turned on them, eyes blazing.
“And why is that?” she challenged.
“Josephine,” Beau said carefully, “when we were locked out of the hall, we needed
someone to take action, and you led the charge. Literally.” He smiled. “But I think the time for
action is over, and now it’s the time for compromise.”
“I’m not going to compromise with them!” she said. “This oath isn’t asking for
permission. It isn’t a compromise – it’s an ultimatum!”
“I agree,” Peter Maximilien said. “But that is why I should not be the one to meet with
them.”
“Max?” Josephine looked stunned. “You’re actually saying you want to compromise
with them?”
“I’m saying we might need someone who is…capable of compromising with them.”
They all turned to look at Beau.
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“Him?” Josephine said. She looked so appalled that Beau couldn’t help but laugh. This
whole thing was more than a little ridiculous. Once he started laughing he found he couldn’t
stop. Then Cam joined in, and soon Josephine cracked and laughed as well. Even Peter
Maximilien managed a smile.
“OK,” Josephine said when they’d all caught their breath. “Fine. He can go. But I’m
going with him.” She said it in a way that invited no further debate. Beau nodded, and they
made their way through the crowd and up to the school.
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Chapter 7: The Clash on the Quad
IN WHICH OUR HERO struggles to keep the peace, and the bureaucracy battles back

The Veto

The compromise achieved after the Football Field Oath didn’t last long. Chancellor Bailey
ultimately agreed to all of measures outlined in Josephine’s petition, including an official school
constitution. He also organized a special election for the Schol representatives to the Executive
Council, since they had all been locked out of the hall for the original vote. All Bailey asked in
return was an expansion of veto privileges to include both Vice-Chancellor LaFaye and Dr.
John-Paul. The language was a little vague, but it seemed reasonable enough. Beau, Josephine,
and Peter Maximilien were elected to the Executive Council, and in the end even Josephine had
to admit that a compromise was not the same as a betrayal of everything you believed in.
That goodwill lasted about a week. At the next Student Senate meeting, everyone learned
just how significant the veto change turned out to be. Where before Bailey’s Executive Veto
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required a two-thirds majority to override, now any legislation vetoed by two of the three
administrators died immediately. And there seemed to be nothing that was safe from veto.
Over the course of the next month, the Schols joined with a growing number of Aides
and Legacies to propose legislation aimed at improving equality at the school. Free movement
of Schols in previously Legacy-only areas, allowing Schols to eat at the Legacy food quart, less
Occupational Enrichment, three different drafts of a written school constitution; each measure
passed in the Student Senate only to die by Executive Veto. Beau and the rest of the Executive
Council were meeting two and three extra nights a week to craft the proposals in language the
Administration would accept, but it never seemed to work. By the last Friday in October, the
only measure that had been passed was authorization for the school’s annual Halloween Dance.
It was customary for the Executive Council to plan the dance, which Josephine
interpreted as a plot by the Administration to keep them from working on real issues. Beau
thought that was a little far-fetched, but he agreed that organizing pumpkin carving was probably
not the best use of his time. He stayed up late every night that week working on the most recent
draft of the school constitution, and it, too, got vetoed. Everyone was tense, and it didn’t take
much to set them arguing amongst themselves.
The Executive Council was made up of three Schols, three Aides, and three Legacies.
Beau, Josephine, and Peter Maximilien represented the Schols. While they all shared relatively
progressive views, even they didn’t always agree.
The Legacies, who generally opposed meaningful change of any kind, were made up of
Harrison, Harrison’s roommate Bryce, and a quiet girl named Sally who announced at their first
meeting that she only ran to put it on her resume. Beyond that statement, the only information
she offered about herself was that her father was the CFO of a Fortune 500 company, and that cat
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people were inherently more civilized than dog people. She spent most of her time playing with
her GeniusPad and tended to cast her vote for whatever Harrison supported, which annoyed
Josephine more than if Sally had actively opposed her. The three of them were part of the
Legacy League, an afterschool club organized by Harrison that, as the name implied,
excluded all Schols, as well as a few paying students whose parents were not deemed important
enough. All of this served to get under Josephine’s skin so effectively that the League might as
well have been organized solely for that purpose.
Then there were the Aides – Catherine, Catie, and a sort of squirrely looking guy named
Duckworth Jones who turned out to be Chancellor Bailey’s nephew. Though all three were
Legacies before becoming Aides, they tended to be far more open-minded and compromising
than Harrison and his crew. Catherine could usually be counted on to vote along with the
Schols, and she was often able to persuade Catie to do the same. In matters that only required a
simple majority, this was enough to move things along. But any legislation that would result in a
change to the day-to-day operation of the school required a two-thirds majority. And Duckworth
was a wild card.
He had refused to vote on the first draft of the school constitution because of language
concerning hotel stays when the athletic teams had away games.
“I don’t do hotels,” was all he said.
And their most recent draft was delayed an entire week because Duckworth suddenly
questioned the necessity for a written constitution at all.
“All of my favorite civilizations had a great oral tradition,” Duckworth said. “There’s a
true beauty in that.”
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“We’re not writing an epic poem, Duckworth!” Josephine snapped at him. “This is a
school constitution.”
“But there’s something much more fluid about a spoken constitution,” Duckworth said.
“Once you write it down you’re kind of locked in.”
They all just stared at him. He smiled his lopsided grin and shrugged. Josephine
knocked his carton of strawberry lactose-free milk onto the floor.
Whenever legislation finally made its way through that rigorous vetting process, after it
passed the vote in the Student Senate, Chancellor Bailey invariably vetoed it. When he killed the
fourth draft of the constitution that last Friday in October, half of the Senate loudly booed.
“Chancellor Bailey,” Beau said once it was relatively quiet again, “what exactly do you
object to? If we know what’s wrong, we can fix it.”
Chancellor Bailey smiled nervously.
“It’s very ambitious,” he said. “But we’re not prepared to make that many fundamental
changes to the Senate or the school. That’s not the purpose of this body.”
Peter Maximilien stood from his seat. “What is the purpose of this body?” he asked.
Before Bailey could respond, Josephine leapt to her feet as well. “Why have a Student
Senate at all if you’re going to block anything that isn’t exactly how you want it?”
“Please sit down,” Bailey said. “If you wish to speak, you have to wait your turn at the
podium.”
“Why?” Josephine demanded. “Why should we have to still go through the motions if
you get to veto everything we do?”
A pair of guards approached her.
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“Miss,” one of them said quietly, “please return to your seat.” He gestured toward the
seat, but Josephine pulled away from him. Peter Maximilien remained standing as well.
“We will sit respectfully and follow the rules,” Peter Maximilien said, “when we see
some indication that this Administration respects us.”
The guards tried again to get them to sit, but Josephine shoved her way past them and
toward the door. After a moment, Peter Maximilien followed.
“Please, return to your seats,” Chancellor Bailey said. “This is a required activity. You
are not excused.”
“So fail me,” Josephine called over her shoulder. “Fail me for speaking my mind in a
forum created for students to speak their minds.”
The guards at the door blocked her path, which caused more boos from the Schols. The
guards looked to Bailey for guidance, but he shrugged helplessly. Josephine stared them down
until they stepped out of the way just enough for her and Peter Maximilien to slip past. The door
thudded shut behind them.

The Protest

Cam was already gone when Beau woke up the next morning, which was odd. Beau
normally had to poke him or hit him in the face with a wet rag just to wake him up on a
Saturday. Cam also wasn’t in the dorm kitchen when Beau wandered down to make himself a
fried egg and a smoothie. Beau worried for a moment that there might be some earlier
commitment he had forgotten about, and he pulled up his schedule on his watch to make sure.
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They had a meeting with Dr. John-Paul and Catherine in an hour, so Beau figured he
might have gone up there early. That certainly wasn’t like Cam, but Beau couldn’t figure out
where else he would be.
Catherine was already sitting at her desk in Campus Broadcasting when Beau arrived.
She looked up from her typing to smile at him, then went back to it. Beau sat down at the glass
conference table and logged on to his account on the screen built into the tabletop in front of
him. He read over his notes from the past few Campus News meetings while he waited. After a
few minutes, Catherine finished whatever she had been working on at her desk and came over to
join Beau at the conference table.
Beau looked up at the sound of something – or someone – crashing into the door. He
heard the tinny voice of Beatrice through the glass – “Access denied” – followed by cursing.
Beau and Catherine smirked at each other.
“Cam,” they said.
Sure enough, it was Cam who came bursting through the door as soon as he successfully
scanned his ID. He shouted something at them before collapsing dramatically on the floor by
their feet. Beau studied him for a moment, then nudged him with his shoe.
“Wake up,” he said.
Cam mumbled something into his shirt sleeve. It might have been I’m awake, but it
might just as easily have been something else. Cam breathed heavily for a while without saying
anything else.
“I don’t know how you’re so out of shape,” Beau said. “You’re always running all over
the place because you’re late to everything.”
“Shut,” Cam wheezed, “up.” He turned his head slightly so they could understand him.
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"Someone's in a good mood this morning," Catherine said.
Cam gathered himself up into an approximation of a sitting position. "We've got to go
out to the quad," he said when he caught his breath. Catherine looked at Beau, who shrugged.
"We have a meeting with Dr. John-Paul," Beau said.
"Doesn't matter," Cam said. "He'll want to see this, too."
"See what?" Catherine asked.
“This.” Cam tapped on his watch and an image appeared on the conference table screens
in front of them. It was the Academic Quad filled with students.
“What are we looking at?” Beau asked.
“There’s a rally in the quad,” Cam said. “Josephine organized it.”
“Josephine,” Catherine muttered. She looked at Beau, who shook his head slightly. At
the last Executive Council meeting, everyone had agreed not to organize any rallies or meetings
without first discussing it with the other members. Josephine had agreed, along with everyone
else. And now, less than a week later, this.
“What’s it for?” Beau asked.
“Protesting the veto,” Cam said. “She’s trying to get a thousand signatures before they
shut it down.”
“So it will go to immediate vote,” Catherine said. Cam nodded.
“Well if it’s like that oath she had us sign in the stadium last month,” Beau said, “people
don’t actually need to be there in person to sign it.” He pulled up his email on his watch and
double-clicked the recent ePetition from Peter Maximilien. He tapped again to send it to the
conference table screens, and a copy of Josephine’s text appeared in front of them.
Students of Paris Valley Prep,
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The time has come to take a stand. Chancellor Bailey’s veto has rendered the past month
of Student Senate debates useless. Why bother meeting at all if every resolution we pass died a
swift death at Bailey’s hands? Either we are a democracy or we are not. Let’s end this farce
right now! Add your signature to demand the immediate abolishment of the Administrative Veto!
Below the text were over two hundred signatures and counting. A little counter at the
bottom kept track of the growing number of names.
“Well, you’ve got to hand it to her,” Catherine said, “she doesn’t take no for an answer.”
“She also doesn’t wait for permission.”
They all jumped and turned around to see Dr. John-Paul standing in the doorway. He
was smiling, and Beau couldn’t tell if it was at them or at Josephine’s rally.
"Manny," Catherine said, "we didn't hear you come in."
“No, I imagine you didn’t,” he said. He came over to join them at the table and stood for
a moment watching the signature counter on the ePetition.
“Why are they out there in person for an electronic signature?” Beau asked.
“You know Josephine,” Cam said, grinning.
“The petition’s great,” Beau said, “but it’s the spectacle that really gets people’s
attention.”
“Not the way I’d have preferred to go about it,” Dr. John-Paul said softly. And then,
louder, “Nothing we can do about that now. It’s news, and we need to cover it.”
“Really?” Catherine asked. “Wouldn’t that just add more legitimacy to this whole
thing?”
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“Maybe so,” Dr. John-Paul said. “That’s not our concern.” He smiled at them and
walked toward the Media Lab. “Cam,” he called over his shoulder. Cam pulled himself up off
the floor and followed him.
Catherine looked at Beau and sighed. “I don’t love this,” she said. She scrolled over the
names on the ePetition.
“I know.”
“It’s not even that I disagree with the petition. I don’t!”
“I know.”
“But that’s not the way to go about it.”
“I know.”
“Oh, stop saying that!” Catherine looked up from the petition to see Beau grinning at
her. “You’re making fun of me.”
“Just being a good listener,” he said.
Catherine rolled her eyes and stood up from the table. “Do you want to go out there or
should I?”
“Well,” Beau said, standing from the table as well, “whether we’re interviewing her or
trying to talk her down-”
“Preferably both,” Catherine cut in.
“Right. But I think I might have more luck talking to her than you.”
Catherine laughed. “She doesn’t tend to appreciate my feedback, does she?”
“It’s an acquired taste,” Beau said.
“Get out of here!” Catherine said, shoving him toward the door.
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“You can come with,” Beau said. He grabbed her hand without thinking about it, but at
the look of surprise on her face he felt stupid and dropped it.
Cam emerged from the Media Lab and looked at them curiously.
“What’s going on out here?” he said.
“Nothing,” Beau said quickly.
“Beau’s trying to summon the courage to go out there and face her,” Catherine said.
Beau shrugged and smiled. She winked at him.
“Oh, come on,” Cam said. “She’s a fifteen year old girl, not Attila the Hun.”
“You’re not intimidated by her?” Beau said.
“That’s beside the point.” Cam grabbed a camera bag and headed for the door.
“Good luck,” Catherine called in a sing-song voice. Beau followed Cam out to the quad.

Keeping the Peace

Vice Chancellor LaFaye was about to get into his bathtub when he found out about the
disturbance on the Quad. It was not a Senate Saturday, nor was it his weekend on duty, so he did
what he always tried and so rarely succeeded in doing on his days off: he relaxed. He spent the
first part of the morning reading a novel on his balcony, and after a light lunch, he was preparing
to continue reading in his recently-drawn bath. LaFaye had one foot in the water and the other
on his bathroom rug when a phone started ringing. He sighed.
LaFaye had three different phones in his house: his personal mobile, his PVP mobile, and
his house phone. He could tell from the ringtone that this was his personal one, and he decided
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to let it ring. He swung his dry foot up and over the side of the bathtub and was just about to
sink down into the steaming water when his house phone started ringing. It was unusual but not
unheard of for both his cell phone and house phone to ring at once, but when his PVP mobile
started ringing as well, he knew he was beat. LaFaye set his novel on the side of his white
marble sink and sat on top of the toilet seat to towel his feet dry. Then he wrapped the towel
around his waist and made his way into the living room, his feet making a damp little trail on the
hardwood as he went.
Only the PVP phone was still ringing by the time he reached his kitchen counter, where
all three phones were charging side-by-side. He picked it up and raised it to his ear just in time
for the caller to hang up. LaFaye massaged the bridge of his nose with his thumb and index
finger. Before he could check the missed calls on any of his phones, all three started ringing
again. He studied the visual displays: Marshall Champfield, his head of security, was calling his
work phone, while Chancellor Bailey was somehow calling his personal and house phones at the
same time. LaFaye grabbed his personal cell and turned it on speakerphone.
“Sir?” he said.
Bailey shouted and wheezed something incoherent.
“I’m sorry, sir,” LaFaye said, “I didn’t get that.”
“They’re out of control!”
LaFaye clicked to switch Bailey’s call over to his living room television and answered
the call on his PVP phone.”
“Vice Chancellor, sir,” Champfield said, “we’ve got a bit of a problem.”
The man had something of a knack for understatement. “A bit of a problem” usually
turned out to be a minor catastrophe. The last time Champfield described something in those
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terms, they’d broken up an unauthorized meeting and discovered over a thousand counterfeit
IDs.
“What is it?” LaFaye asked. He started getting dressed without waiting for the reply.
Both Bailey and Champfield began speaking at once.
“The students are rioting!” Bailey shouted over the more subdued “a minor disturbance in
the academic quad.” LaFaye figured the truth lie somewhere between the two.
“I can be there in ten,” LaFaye said as he began buttoning up his shirt.
“My office?” Bailey asked.
“I meant the quad, sir, but I can come to you first if you’d like.”
“Yes,” Bailey said before immediately contradicting himself. “No, no. I guess. Oh, I
don’t know! It’s madness out there, Marc. I’ve never seen anything like it!”
LaFaye tapped a few things into his remote and the TV split into two screens. Bailey
remained on the right side, while an aerial view of the disturbance on the quad appeared on the
left. Hundreds of students were there, maybe a thousand, clumped together in a shouting,
seething mass that pushed back against the few guards already dispatched to handle it.
“I have,” LaFaye murmured. He couldn’t help but think back to the madness at St.
Anthony. Students had attacked the Administration, armed with mop handles and landscaping
tools and bricks – whatever they could find. They’d set fire to the Occupational Enrichment
closets and shattered the bulletproof glass of the Central Administration Office before he
authorized the use of force. When the smoke cleared, two guards, a faculty member, and twelve
students were dead. Almost a hundred more needed to be hospitalized. It was horrific in a way
that other school violence was not: for the first time in history, the student body had risen up to
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take over their school. It wasn’t the actions of a few disturbed children. It was coordinated.
LaFaye felt a chill creep up his back. He was not about to let that happen again.
After a quick stop at the Chancellor’s Residence to calm down Bailey, LaFaye strode
along the white brick path to The Barracks, the unofficial name for the Campus Security
Headquarters. Champfield stood calmly outside the entrance, waiting for him.
“Updates,” LaFaye said, walking past him into the building. Champfield fell into step
behind him.
“The latest ID analysis shows over a thousand students in the quad, most of them
Schols.” He paused. “Miss Lee is involved again.”
“Of course she is. What are they doing this time?”
“I believe it’s a petition, sir. Audio is a bit hard to follow at the moment, but the visual
composite suggests it has something to do with the veto.”
“Democracy in action,” LaFaye said quietly, studying the wall of monitors in the
Dispatch room. “What are our numbers in the area?”
“I just deployed twenty additional guards to the quad, which brings the total number up to
thirty.”
“How many are on site today?”
“Fifty, sir. The usual amount.”
LaFaye nodded. There would be a pair of guards posted in each of the three dorms, and
two more at the entrance to Main Hall. That left a dozen free to follow him to the Quad.
“Where are the remaining guards?” LaFaye asked.
“Two are attached to the morning Occupational Enrichment in the greenhouses,”
Champfield said. “The other ten are on their way here now, sir.”
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Ten, then. LaFaye nodded. It would have to do. He looked up as the first of them
entered the Barracks.
“All right,” LaFaye said, turning to face Champfield. “I want you to stay here.” He
motioned toward Dispatch. “I’m going to take these ten and head over to the quad. Put out a
call for single duty in the dorms and elsewhere, and have those five join you here. In case we
need them.”
“Very good, sir,” Champfield nodded. He tapped something on the Dispatch desk and
began issues orders. LaFaye and the ten guards walked briskly out of the Barracks and over to
the Quad.
There were students everywhere. He never understood these things; would they have felt
less accomplished if they signed a petition without becoming a mob? The one did not seem to
require the other, yet in his twelve years working in education he’d learned that they tended to go
hand in hand.
LaFaye watched as a group of ten guards attempted to push their way into the center of
the crowd. They made some progress until a group of students linked arms and refused to move
out of the way. LaFaye pushed in with his own group of ten guards before the rest of the mob
got the same idea. Where the students cursed and pushed back against the guards, most stopped
and stepped out of the way when they saw him coming. He managed to make his way to a
wooden bench in the center of the crowd, on which stood Josephine Lee and Peter Maximilien.
Beau Dannon and Cameron Tarreyland were standing nearby with a camera. Of course Manny
would have to stick his nose into this. Wonderful.
The group had been shouting when he approached, apparently at each other, but they
abruptly stopped talking when they noticed him. The crowd itself seemed to hush, however
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slightly, from an all-consuming roar to something just quiet enough for LaFaye to hear himself
speak.
“What seems to be the problem here?” LaFaye asked. He looked at each of them in turn.
Josephine and Peter Maximilien stared back without flinching, but Beau looked at the ground.
Cam tried to film the interaction until LaFaye motioned for a guard to confiscate the camera.
“Why does there always have to be a problem?” Josephine asked.
“I was just wondering the same thing,” LaFaye said, “when I saw it was you in the
middle of this mob.”
“So you’ve come to shut us down?” Josephine asked.
“I believe we’ve already covered the consequences of unauthorized meetings,” LaFaye
said. “At great length. Isn’t that right, Mr. Dannon?”
Beau visibly flinched at the mention of his name. He nodded.
“I thought we had an understanding,” LaFaye said. “Didn’t we, Mr. Dannon?” Beau
nodded again. Josephine shot daggers at Beau at this revelation, but he kept his eyes down.
“And yet, here we are again,” LaFaye said. “One would almost be led to believe you
hadn’t learned your lesson.” He waited until Beau looked up at him before tapping lightly at the
face of his watch.
“It’s inconsequential at this point whether you force us out or not,” Peter Maximilien
said. “We’ve already logged over one thousand signatures.”
LaFaye turned to stare at him. “Inconsequential, is it? Perhaps. One thing that is
certainly inconsequential is that petition, as I’m sure you’re all well aware.” He smiled as their
faces registered uncertainty and confusion.
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“Why, it’s there in the very same section of the Senate bylaws the outlines the procedure
for immediate voting. The petition itself must be presented at a session of the Student Senate.
Any outside petitions entered into debate may be dismissed by the Chancellor without being
heard. Rendering that a bit…inconsequential…wouldn’t you say?”
He looked around at all of them once again.
“What, nothing to say to that? No matter.” LaFaye turned to address the crowd. “This
meeting is over. You will all return to your rooms immediately. All recreational passes are
revoked.”
“Tyranny!” he heard Josephine shout. “Tyr-a-nny! Tyr-a-nny!”
The crowd picked it up. LaFaye spun around to face Josephine when something
splattered against the side of his face. It was a piece of apple. The rest of the apple had slammed
into the side of the nearest guard’s face.
“Who threw that?” LaFaye demanded. He started pushing his way into the crowd but
three of his guards moved in front of him. The students were shouting again, and soon all
manner of objects were flying at them from the anonymous mob. One of the guards in front of
LaFaye crumpled to his knees after a textbook hit him in the forehead. A banana erupted on the
back of LaFaye’s neck. Another guard staggered backward after a football caught him in the
eye. This was getting out of hand.
LaFaye tapped his watch and spoke into it so his voice was amplified over the noise.
“Stop this at once! Return to your rooms or I’ll see every last one of you in full weekend
service hours for the rest of the semester!”
This only made the crowd crazier. All of the guards who hadn’t been knocked over
pulled out their pepper spray and looked to LaFaye for the go-ahead. He nodded, and they
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pushed into the crowd. Some of the students started running, but hundreds of them pushed back.
Then a rock flew by, missing his face by less than an inch, and he realized that pepper spray and
service hours weren’t going to cut it. He pulled up the security app on his watch, clicked to open
the ID mainframe, and activated the emergency shutdown.
Every student instantly fell to the ground. Some who had been running careened into
bushes and skidded across the pavement. Clusters of students were piled together, legs and arms
tangled up in each other. They looked like litter, like piles of trash to be cleaned up after a
parade or a party. The quad was instantly, eerily silent and still. Even LaFaye and the guards
stood rooted in place, taking it all in. For a moment, these clumps of students didn’t resemble
people at all. There was nothing human about them.
LaFaye’s radio crackled, and this seemed to break the spell. Bailey wanted an update,
but LaFaye switched the radio off. There’d be plenty of time to think up an official story later.
Champfield ran up with five additional guards, and LaFaye told them to begin containment.
They had run a few emergency drills of scenarios like this, but the target group had never
been more than a hundred students. There hadn’t been time to differentiate and establish target
groups today. He had just, essentially, turned off every student at the school. Even those who
weren’t involved with this demonstration. He felt the stirrings of a migraine coming on. The
paperwork alone was going to take the rest of the weekend.
LaFaye turned to power up the ringleaders so he could lead them to his office. Cam was
curled up on the ground in the fetal position, and Peter Maximilien was sprawled out behind the
bench, apparently having fallen off of it. LaFaye knelt down next to him and felt the back of the
boy’s head. A large bump had formed, about the size of a golf ball. LaFaye ordered a guard to
put Peter in a private room in the medical center and begin concussion protocol.
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“Don’t let anyone but the nurse in to see him until I’m able to speak to him myself,”
LaFaye said. The guard nodded. LaFaye reactivated Peter and watched as the guard helped him
to his feet and led him away. LaFaye looked around for the others. Beau and Josephine were
not there.
“What…?” LaFaye scanned the bodies in the area. Maybe they had started to run. But
he didn’t see them anywhere. The Dannon boy wasn’t exactly hard to spot.
A glint of light caught LaFaye’s eye, and he walked over to investigate. There on the
ground, a few feet from the bench, were Beau and Josephine’s IDs. LaFaye stood straight and
shouted for Champfield.
“Put the campus on lockdown,” LaFaye said. “Redeploy some guards to man every exit.
I don’t want anyone going in or out.”
Even as he gave the order, LaFaye knew it was too late. They were gone.
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Chapter 8: Revolution
IN WHICH WE ENCOUNTER a well-spun spin and a surprise that hits like a punch in the face

The Spin

Chancellor Bailey was already in the conference room when Catherine and Dr. John-Paul arrived
on Monday morning. He had his Genius Pad, a pitcher of ice water, water glasses, and a small
pile of candies laid out on the table in front of him, and he nervously rearranged them as he
waited. He had just placed the final candy on top of the pile – now in the middle between pitcher
and computer – when the conference room door opened. He twitched at the sound and caused
the candies to scatter across the table.
“Oh, Manuel, what a mess we’ve got on our hands!” Chancellor Bailey said. He stood up
and gestured toward the empty seats. “Good morning, Catherine. Vice Chancellor LaFaye
should be here shortly. He had some security matters to address.”
“Yes, he stopped by my apartment at 6:00 this morning.” Dr. John-Paul yawned. “Under
any other circumstances I’d have turned him away at such an ungodly hour.”
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“Desperate times,” Catherine said with the slightest of smiles.
“Indeed,” Chancellor Bailey said, gravely. He offered them the pitcher of water then set
about restacking his candies, popping one in his mouth as he did so. Catherine and Dr. JohnPaul watched him in silence.
“So,” Dr. John-Paul said after a while, “what do we know? I assume you can tell me
more about what actually happened then LaFaye did this morning.”
Chancellor Bailey fidgeted in his seat. “He’s the head of security,” he mumbled.
“How do you want me to put together an announcement if you don’t give me anything to
work with? The students are scared, Chancellor. They want answers. They want to know we’re
investigating what happened and making sure it won’t happen again.”
“Vice Chancellor LaFaye believes he knows what caused the malfunction.”
“Based on what? What sort of investigation was conducted? And why wasn’t I
involved?”
“He’s the head of security,” Bailey said again.
“Which tells me exactly nothing,” Dr. John-Paul said. “I think we need to be upfront
about this. Put all our cards on the table.”
“That would not be in anyone’s best interest,” Bailey said. He did not meet their eyes.
“We have no reason to doubt the findings on the malfunction, and we shouldn’t waste any more
time on further investigation. The student body doesn’t need uncertainty at this time. We need
to demonstrate strong leadership.”
Dr. John-Paul stared hard at him. “That’s funny,” he said. “I heard that exact same
speech this morning.”
“We must present a united front on this,” Bailey said.
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Dr. John-Paul sighed, and he visibly deflated as he did so. For a moment he looked very,
very tired. Catherine looked between him and Bailey. She had never seen either of them like
this before.
“We never learn our lessons, do we?” Dr. John-Paul muttered.
“We have to do what’s in the best interests of this institution,” Bailey said. His voice was
still quiet, but there was no longer any question that he was giving an order.
“All right,” Dr. John-Paul said, straightening again. “All right.” He pushed back from
the table and started pacing.
“So what's the spin you want us to put on this?” Dr. John-Paul said. “The entire student
body was – I don’t know how else to say it – turned off.”
“Yes, I…” Chancellor Bailey glanced at Catherine. “Yes.”
“That’s what it felt like,” Catherine said, rubbing her wrist just below the watch. “I felt a
zap in my wrist and the next thing I knew I was doubled over on the ground. I don’t know how I
got there or how much time had passed.”
“Quite unfortunate,” LaFaye said as he entered the room. He nodded his hello to
Chancellor Bailey. “This entire Administration owes you and the rest of the student body an
apology. That’s why I’d like to join you on the news this morning.”
“What happened?” Catherine asked. She snuck a glance at Dr. John-Paul, who was
staring at his hands on the tabletop.
“The IDs seem to have experienced an overload,” LaFaye said. “As far as we can tell, it
occurred because of the riot in the quad. Too many people in close proximity with heightened
blood pressure and adrenal levels. The devices didn’t know how to handle it, and they all shut
down simultaneously. Isn’t that right, Dr. John-Paul?”
Dr. John-Paul slowly looked up at them. “That…is the working theory, yes.”
“But why would that have knocked us out?” Catherine asked. “I was unconscious.”
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“As far as we can tell it was a one-time thing,” LaFaye said. “It’s possible that the Lee
girl did something to overload the system, beyond the impact of the riot.”
“That’s ridiculous,” Catherine said. “No student would know how to do something like
this. And why would she want to?”
“We’re investigating every possibility,” LaFaye said. “It is suspicious that Miss Lee and
Mr. Dannon were the only two students who weren’t wearing their IDs at the time of the power
surge.”
“Beau definitely wouldn’t have planned anything like this,” Catherine said.
“One never knows what people are capable of,” LaFaye said, studying her. “Things are
rarely what they seem.”
“I’m going to have to agree with Catherine here,” Dr. John-Paul said. “I’ve worked with
Beau pretty closely the last couple months, and I even spoke to him an hour before this
happened. I have no reason to suspect he was behind this.”
“Why would they flee,” LaFaye asked, “if they had nothing to hide?”
“What a mess,” Chancellor Bailey said softly.
They sat in silence for a moment.
“Well,” LaFaye said, “what’s done is done. We need to show unity and strength.”
“Right,” Dr. John-Paul said. “I think this morning’s news will be instrumental in
regaining the trust of the student body.”
“My thoughts exactly,” LaFaye said.
And so it was that LaFaye ended up in Beau's chair next to Catherine on the
announcements that morning. He opened by explaining the malfunction of the IDs and
apologizing on behalf of the Administration.
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"And I assure you," he said with a smile at the forward camera, "that we have fully tested
the IDs, and we can confirm they are perfectly safe once again.” He then turned and addressed
camera three.
"Which brings us to our next issue: security. Our new Safer Communities Initiative is off
to a great start. We've already identified two students in connection with Saturday's incident."
The images of Beau and Josephine's faces appeared next to him on the broadcast, with their
names in red block letters. "We have a zero tolerance policy when it comes to the safety of our
student body, and they have both been expelled. We've also placed a temporary ban on meetings
of three or more people, effective immediately. This problem won't fix itself. If you catch sight
of either of these students on school property, or see anyone on campus engaging in questionable
behavior, you should report it to the nearest guard, faculty, staff member, or student Aide. This
helps keep our campus secure and productive, and it provides a teachable moment for the
offender as well."
"What would be considered 'questionable behavior,' Vice Chancellor?" Catherine asked.
She smiled innocently at him, but her voice held an unmistakable edge. LaFaye's eyes shot her a
warning, and she studied the grain of the wooden tabletop.
"Good question, Catherine," LaFaye said. "Lots of things can be considered
questionable. Any overheard conversation about cheating or breaking curfew or undermining
the integrity of our great school. If it makes you feel uncomfortable or suspicious, it doesn’t hurt
anything to report it.”
"Thanks for clearing that up, sir," Catherine said, fixing a plastic smile at the camera.
“And now, sports…”
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The Revolution

The entire student body was pretty riled up from the start of the next Student Senate.
Cam was one of the first students to propose an issue for debate, and he called for a motion to
return Beau and Josephine to campus. It took more than five minutes to quiet the room down
enough for Bailey to speak.
“We can’t simply bring them back to campus,” Chancellor Bailey said. “They’ve been
expelled on suspicion of conspiring to sabotage the IDs. This isn’t the sort of thing that can be
debated. Next, please.”
Cam didn’t leave the podium, but he didn’t seem to know what else to say. Catherine
watched him for a moment, then stood and walked past several students and up to the Legacy
podium.
“I move that we reverse the expulsions,” Catherine said.
“Second!” Cam shouted quickly. This set the room off again.
“We have no cause to reverse their expulsions,” Bailey said once order was restored.
“This is a very serious offense they’re accused of.”
Peter Maximilen pushed his way forward to stand next to Cam at the Schol podium.
“I move that the Administration presents the evidence against Ms. Lee and Mr. Dannon,”
he said.
Bailey fidgeted and glanced offstage. “We, uh. We don’t know precisely what role they
played in…in the events of last weekend.”
“Exactly,” Catherine said. “They were expelled without any evidence of wrongdoing.”
“Now, Miss Dickson, I didn’t say there was no evidence.”
“Show us,” Catherine, Cam, and a sizeable amount of the audience replied.
“Show us or let us vote to reverse,” Catherine said.
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Bailey hesitated, then nodded and added the measure to the agenda. Cam grinned at
Catherine, and she nodded at him, her lips curling ever so slightly at the edges. They returned to
their seats, but Peter Maximilien stayed at the podium.
“I move to open this issue up for debate now before logging any more requests,” he said.
“Now that’s going a bit too far,” Bailey said. “It goes against Senate protocol.”
“The outcome of this vote will likely influence future motions,” Peter Maximilien said.
“And while it may be against protocol, you have the authority to make an exception.”
“That may be true,” Bailey said, “but I am under no obligation to do so. I’d prefer to
maintain order here, in light of–”
“I move for Chancellor Bailey to make a protocol exception,” someone called from the
audience. At least a hundred students shouted “second!” before Bailey had a chance to respond.
He pulled out his handkerchief and mopped at his red face.
“Oh, all right,” Bailey said. “Please open the voting App to Proposition One.”
The room was filled with the electronic chirping sound of eVotes being cast. After a few
minutes, Bailey squinted at his GeniusPad to see the results.
“Well,” he sighed. “With a vote of two to…I mean, with a vote of fourteen hundred
eighty eight to six hundred and twelve, the motion passes.”
Scattered cheers erupted around the hall. Bailey swallowed hard and cleared his throat.
“However,” he said. The room instantly quieted. “However, I am going to have to use
my Executive Veto on this motion–” He was interrupted by boos. “–out of concern for…” He
coughed, wiped his face, and took a sip of water. “Concern for the public safety.”
The booing got louder, and a few students got out of their seats. Guards immediately
rushed over and ordered them to sit back down. More students stood and shouted at the guards,
and soon half of the room was on their feet. Vice Chancellor LaFaye ordered more guards into
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the hall and joined Bailey on stage. Bailey seemed reassured by this and proceeded to push the
button for his electronic gavel over and over until quiet was restored.
“If we cannot act in a civilized manner,” Bailey said, “then we will not have any more
debate today.”
“There’s no point, anyway!” someone shouted.
“Yeah! You just veto everything!” someone else shouted.
“Or send the guards in to shut us up!”
Bailey banged the gavel again. “Until we open the floor for debate,” he said, “no one is
permitted to speak unless they are at the podium.”
This produced some grumbles, but then the students formed their lines again. Bailey
smiled to himself and waved for the first student to speak. This continued more or less without
incident until Cam got to the front of the Schol line again.
“I move to prohibit guards from Student Senate meetings,” he said. Hundreds of people
from all over the hall roared their seconds.
“That is not up for debate,” Bailey said. “The guards are here to maintain the order and
safety of this forum. That is their job.”
“Order and safety?” Cam said. “All they do is keep us from speaking our minds. And if
we don’t like it, they pepper-spray us!”
Bailey had to play the gavel for quiet again. LaFaye placed his hand on Bailey’s
shoulder and they exchanged a look, then Bailey nodded and stepped back from the podium.
LaFaye moved to take his place.
“Pacification methods are only used on a student when they present a clear and present
danger to themselves and others,” he said. “And even then it’s a last resort. This is also part of
their job description.”
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By this time Peter Maximilien had rejoined Cam at the podium. They spoke quietly for a
moment.
“I move to eliminate the job of guard from campus,” Cam said, “out of concern for public
safety.”
There was a momentary hush, then an eruption of seconds echoed around the hall.
“That’s enough,” LaFaye shouted. “Return to your seat.”
“I move to eliminate the guards,” Cam said again, louder this time.
“This campus will not be left without security,” LaFaye said. “Now sit down, Mr.
Tarreyland.”
“I move to eliminate the guards,” Cam all but shouted, “and replace them with student
security, as outlined-”
“That’s enough!”
“-As outlined in the most recent VETOED draft of the PVP Constitution!”
“That’s enough, Mr. Tarreyland!” LaFaye shouted.
“Bring it to a vote,” Cam said. “Bring it to a vote.” It was picked up by the audience.
“Bring it to a vote. Bring it to a vote. Bring it to a vote!”
“Guards,” LaFaye said, gesturing toward the podium with a flick of his wrist. Two pairs
of guards converged on Cam from opposite sides of the podium. Before they could get there,
dozens of students jumped up from their seats and linked arms, blocking the guards from Cam.
“Bring it to a vote! Bring it to a vote!”
“This meeting is over,” LaFaye said. “Debate privileges are suspended until further
notice.”
“We’re doing what we’re supposed to do!” Cam shouted. “We came here to debate like
this! You can’t shut us up! Our speech is our right! This is not a privilege!”
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“Guards,” LaFaye said. “Arrest Mr. Tarreyland and bring him to my office. This is
over.”
“This isn’t over!” Cam shouted. His face was red and his eyes wild. “This is just
beginning! You try to split us apart, but we’re stronger together! You try to shut us up but we’re
louder than ever! We are the school! We are the future! You can’t stop us! This is a
revolution! It ends when we say it ends!”
More guards pushed in toward Cam, but a wall of students five rows deep surrounded the
podium. They weren’t shouting and shoving like they’d been on the quad. They didn’t throw
things or try to fight back. Even while the rest of the students in the hall were roaring around
them. Even while the guards stood with a hand resting atop the pepper spray on their belts.
Cam’s self-appointed security simply linked arms and stood quietly, staring straight at the
guards, as if daring them to try something.
And then, one of them did.
The guards on one side tried one last push to break the human chain. It didn’t break, but
it caused a few students to stumble a bit and fall back against those next to them. This created a
ripple effect, a literal chain reaction, until a student on the other side was pushed forward, his
face stopping less than an inch from the nearest guard. It may have been completely innocent, or
perhaps the student had a little sneer, a little taunt when he was pushed toward the guard. Maybe
the guard legitimately felt threatened. Maybe he had been knocked down or seriously injured by
a flying rock or textbook on the quad. No one knows for sure. But in the next moment the guard
stepped back and punched the student full in the face.
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Chapter 9: Exile
IN WHICH WE NAVIGATE the perils of broadcast journalism and subterranean hideaways

The Announcements

Chancellor Bailey’s face was very pale Monday morning when he appeared on the Campus
News. Fatigue dug dark furrows under his eyes, and he barely spoke to Catherine or Dr. JohnPaul in pre-production. One of the student workers attempted to apply a liberal layer of makeup,
but Bailey shooed her away before she could even dab on some foundation.
Chancellor Bailey appeared to be sleeping with his eyes open at the one minute mark
before broadcast. Dr. John-Paul had originally planned for Catherine to begin the news as usual
and introduce Bailey in a special segment after the morning announcements. But after quietly
observing Bailey for a few minutes, Dr. John-Paul decided to open with him, go to commercial,
and then determine what, if anything, would follow.
“Are you all right, sir?” Dr. John-Paul asked, softly. “We can reschedule…”
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“I’m fine,” Bailey said. He sat up a little straighter in his chair and mopped at his
forehead with his handkerchief, although he did not appear to be sweating.
“We’re on in thirty seconds,” John-Paul said.
“Very good.”
Dr. John-Paul joined Cam in the booth and counted down to broadcast.
“Good morning, students of Paris Valley Prep,” Chancellor Bailey said. He paused and
stared off just long enough that Catherine was about to jump in, but then he continued.
“As you know, we’ve gone through some difficult times lately. Some of you may now
question the safety and security of this school, and whether Paris Valley Prep is still the best
place for you. Many of you are confused, or angry, or scared. I understand. Frankly, I’m all
three. From the malfunction of the IDs two weeks ago to the unfortunate and unacceptable
events that took place at Friday’s Student Senate, things have really gotten out of hand. The very
security measures and personnel that were employed to keep us safe have left us feeling anything
but. I understand. And I am here to tell you that it ends today.
“Effective immediately, the campus security force has been dismissed. I have officially
implemented the student-staffed Campus Security force outlined in the most recent draft of the
school constitution. These students will be selected and trained by Vice Chancellor LaFaye and
Officer Champfield and placed under their jurisdiction until a student-run Committee of Campus
Safety can be elected.
“After weeks of rigorous testing, we have found no risk of future malfunction in the
current student IDs. That said, I have authorized the implementation of new-model ID pins and
watches as soon as they have cleared their own safety tests. I anticipate that these will be ready
for vote by the Student Senate before we leave for break. We have also found no evidence of
tampering on the part of expelled students Beau Dannon and Rose Lee. As such I have decided
to honor the recently-passed motion to overturn their expulsions and invite them back to campus.
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“I have also submitted for the review of the Executive Council of the Student Senate a
revised draft of the most recent constitution which, if passed, will go into effect as the primary
governing document of this school.”
Chancellor Bailey cleared his throat. He looked down at his hands, which were shaking
slightly. He grabbed the glass of water Dr. John-Paul had left for him and took a deep sip.
“This has been an unprecedented year. We’ve had some extraordinary highs and
undeniable lows, but I have every confidence in our ability to work together for the betterment of
our beloved institution. It has become common for our graduates and alumni to proclaim, ‘I’m
nothing without Paris Valley Prep.’ It is humbling to be a part of a school that inspires that level
of confidence from so many immensely talented people. It is with an equal level of humility that
I say to you now, Paris Valley Prep would be nothing without you. It is the talent, dedication,
and passion of our unequalled young leaders that has earned our position as the top preparatory
institution in the world. And it is with your help that we will move past this unfortunate chapter
in our history and on to a brighter tomorrow. With that in mind, I’d like to propose a new slogan
for the year – and one I hope that will become an unofficial slogan for our school. And it is this:
‘Together tomorrow, tomorrow together.’ I can’t get there without you. Thank you, and have a
great day.”

The Fugitives

Beau groaned as he stretched his arms out above his head as far as they would go. His
back popped and protested. It wasn’t particularly comfortable sleeping on the floor every night
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for almost two weeks. But the basement they were hiding out in had only one couch, and Beau
conceded that to Josephine without even discussing it.
Judging from the amount of light leaking through the lone basement window, he guessed
it was almost 6:00. Josephine slept soundly on the couch against the wall, her face pressed into
the cushions. Beau slipped on his cross trainers and crept up the basement steps as quietly as
possible.
The house belonged to the grandmother of a recent PVP graduate. Ever the conspiracy
theorists, Josephine and Peter Maximilien had made arrangements to stay with her in the event
that they ever needed to hide out for a while. The woman hadn’t even seemed particularly
surprised when Josephine knocked on her front door. This level of preparation made Beau
wonder what exactly Josephine and Peter Maximilien had been up to. The thought of escaping
PVP had never even crossed his mind – nor, he imagined, had it for anyone else there. Either
Josephine was crazy or he was, but after what he’d seen on the quad, he was no longer sure
which was which.
As soon as the riot had started, Beau ripped off his ID pin and watch and made his way to
Josephine. He didn’t want to risk another run in with LaFaye and his powers of paralysis.
Josephine was busy egging on the crowd from her elevated position on the bench, and Beau
couldn’t get her attention even after climbing up next to her. He finally reached out and ripped
the pin off her chest himself. It popped off with a little jolt that shocked them both, and then he
had her full attention. Her eyes widened in surprise, but her face quickly clouded.
“What in the hell do you think you’re doing?” she shouted at him.
“Take off your watch!”
“No,” she said. And then, “Why?”
“I don’t have time to explain!” Beau stumbled slightly as a flying book glanced off his
chin. “We need to get out of here!”
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Josephine started to protest, but the look in Beau’s eyes stopped her. She saw that he had
already taken off his ID pin and watch. She fumbled with the clasp on her own.
“Get Peter and follow me,” Beau shouted. He jumped off the bench and waded through
the mob in search of Cam. He hoped Catherine had the good sense to stay back at the studio.
Josephine had her watch off and was looking around for Peter Maximilien when the air
around her was filled with pepper spray. She coughed and covered her face, but her eyes and
nose were burning. She stumbled, caught herself, and stumbled again. She fell onto Beau, who
had rushed back over to help her. They tumbled to the ground.
People screamed and ran in all directions. Josephine might have been trampled if Beau
hadn’t pulled her to her feet. He grabbed her hand and ran out of the quad before she could
protest. She looked back for Peter Maximilien and saw every student in the quad crumple to the
ground just before Beau pulled her around the corner. They’d barely made it out past the outer
wall before LaFaye placed the campus on lockdown. They watched from the cover of a bush as
the large iron gate clanged shut.
They were trapped outside.
The basement had an old computer and wifi, but Josephine rarely let Beau go online. He
wanted to email Cam to find out what was happening on campus. Josephine was convinced that
would lead LaFaye right to them. Beau tried everything – politeness, mockery, frustration,
bargaining – but Josephine wouldn’t budge. She’d taken to sleeping with the computer’s power
cord under her pillow. Finally, near the end of the first week, Beau had convinced her to try a
test. They sent Cam and Peter Maximilien an email saying that they would come to meet them
in the back study room in the old library at 7 pm the next day. This was another contingency
plan she’d worked out with Peter Maximilien – the back study room at 7 was a code to see if
they were being followed. Josephine scrambled the computer’s IP address before sending the
email and scrambled it again after. Then they waited.
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Two days later, they got a one sentence response from Peter Maximilien: I got held up.
Josephine swore under her breath after reading it.
“What?” Beau asked. “We can try again another time.”
“No,” she said, “it means that something happened. Someone else was there in the
library waiting for us.” She scowled and yanked the power cord out of the back of the computer
without waiting to shut it down first.
“That could mean any number of things,” Beau said.
“It means they’re reading our emails.” Josephine shoved the power cord into the couch
cushions, under her pillow. “I knew it.”
Josephine wouldn’t let him leave the house when she was awake. She insisted that
LaFaye’s guards were still out there, searching for them. Even though it had taken almost three
hours to reach this house from campus, Josephine stayed just as paranoid as ever. Beau had
started slipping out a little after dawn to go for a jog before she woke up. It was one of the only
the only times that he was still able to feel like himself.
Beau unlatched the metal basement door and slowly pushed it open, wincing at every
creak. He slipped outside and eased it shut behind him.
The cold November breeze felt great on his face as he stretched. Josephine was
frequently cold in the basement, so the heat was always on to an almost unbearable level. Beau
sipped the air like cool spring water, let it swirl through his hair and down the neck of his shirt.
Once he started to feel the beginnings of a chill, he finished his stretching and began to run.
He thought about Catherine, back at PVP, and he wondered what happened to her. What
she thought about him and his disappearance. She hadn’t been out there on the quad that day, so
he hoped she hadn’t been affected by LaFaye’s kill switch. He wondered if she thought of him
at all. Why should she? Five months of whatever they’d been doing - almost flirting - and he’d
never once done anything about it.
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“I need to be more decisive,” Beau muttered. He picked up his pace from a jog to a
sprint.
The house was set a good distance off the road, at the end of a long, tree-lined driveway.
Beau followed this out through the front yard, but cut off and across the yard before reaching the
main road. There was a bit of forest on one end of the property, with a little path that led down
to a stream. The woods extended for less than a mile before giving way to a housing
development. The path wound along the side of the stream until the woods ended in someone’s
back yard, and the stream disappeared into a covered drainage pipe. Beau would run to the edge
of the woods and back several times each morning, always coming to rest at the base of an old
oak tree, the largest in the little bit of forest. He’d stretch out underneath it and sometimes sit
and think for a little while before he had to head back to the basement.
That morning he squatted down next to the thick tree trunk after what he estimated to be
five miles back and forth on the little path. He stared at the water and thought of home. He
thought about the day he got his acceptance letter to PVP almost five months earlier. It seemed
like a lifetime ago. Someone else’s lifetime. Back then he was so excited just to get the chance
to go to the school. Now he felt like a fugitive, hiding out miles from campus.
He wondered what his mother would say when she found out. He wondered if he should
just head home now. What was the point of staying here? He wasn’t going to be allowed back
to campus.
“So this is where you go.”
Beau jumped at the sound of Josephine’s voice. She stood next to the tree smirking at
him, at his fear, and he waited until his heart stopped pounding in his chest before saying
anything.
“What are you doing up?” he asked.
“I always get up this early.”
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“No you don’t,” he said. “You’re always asleep when I get back in.”
“I let you think that,” she said. She sat down next to him and rested her back against the
tree trunk.
“You knew this whole time?”
She nodded.
“I only sneak off in the morning like this because you get so bent out of shape when I try
to go outside.” Beau grinned at her. “Can’t stand to go a minute without me.”
“Please,” Josephine said. “I don’t want you getting nabbed by one of LaFaye’s guards,”
she said. “You’d crack and tell them where I was the moment they started interrogating you.”
Beau grunted and studied the lazy water of the stream. They sat in comfortable silence.
“Why’d you come here?” she asked after a while. “To PVP, I mean.”
“I was actually just wondering that myself,” Beau said. “It all made so much sense
before. The best school in the world offers you a scholarship and you go. You do it for your
family and your future. You do it because it’s what you’re supposed to do. So why doesn’t any
of that seem right anymore?”
“Because that’s not why you came,” Josephine said. “Those things might all be true, but
they’re not why you came.”
“So why’d I come?”
Josephine shrugged. “I don’t know. But I know it wasn’t because of any of those
reasons.”
Beau chewed on that for a minute.
“Why’d you come?” he asked her.
“I don’t know,” she said. “Daddy, maybe. He went to jail when I was pretty young. I
guess a lot of what I do is because of him.”
“What happened?”
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She pulled up a fern and squeezed the base, then pulled down on the stem so the leaves
broke off and formed a bulb in her fingers.
“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to,” Beau said.
“Something to do with taking money that didn’t belong to him,” she said quietly, “from
people who eventually noticed.” Josephine stared out at the stream, slowly destroying ferns
without looking at what she was doing. “I was six, the first time. Right before he left, he said to
me - not knowing if he’d ever see me again - he said, ‘It’s not wrong if you believe it to be right.’
And then he was gone.”
Beau shook his head and smiled sadly. “I’m sorry,” he said. He picked a blade of grass
and stared at it for a moment. “My dad died when I was six. A couple weeks after Christmas. I,
uh…” He coughed. “I never really thought of it like that, but a lot of what I do is because of
him, too. And because of my mom and sisters. It really changed the way I looked at the world
and my role in it.”
“I guess we all have daddy issues,” she said. He smiled out of the side of his mouth, and
she leaned against his shoulder.
“Hey,” he said after a while. “I know you haven’t really wanted to talk about it, but I
have to ask.”
“Here we go,” she said.
“It’s nothing personal,” he said, smiling. “At least, I don’t think it is. It’s with you and
Peter.”
“What about us?” Josephine asked. She sat up straight.
“All these contingency plans you guys had - or have.”
“Oh.” She seemed to relax a little.
“I don’t get it,” Beau said. “I mean, I got into PVP and my first thought was, what do I
need to do to succeed? Your first thought was, what do I need to do to escape?”
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Josephine laughed. “It was Max’s idea originally,” she said. “He already had this plan
set up with his friend last year. The kid whose grandmother is putting us up.”
“Yeah, but why?”
“He said he used to get called down to LaFaye’s office a lot, whenever he was working
on a new tech project. Like that new conveyor belt in the caf, or mods to the watches. And he
said those meetings felt to him like they lasted five, ten minutes, but he’d later realize he was
gone for over half an hour. Didn’t know where that time went. But it seemed like something
was up. And then when he found out about LaFaye’s last school and what happened there. I
guess he just wanted to be prepared.”
“He’s kind of paranoid, isn’t he?” Beau said.
“He’s...careful. He hasn’t had an easy time.”
“Yeah, I’ve noticed that.” Beau threw a stone into the creek and watched it skip once,
twice. “Why’d he come back this year?”
He threw another stone, which skipped three times before sinking. Josephine grabbed
one and skipped it six times, out onto the opposing bank. She grinned at him.
“Why’d you come here?” she asked. He considered.
“I think maybe I came because I was tired of everything else,” Beau said. “I’d seen
everything my life had to offer and I wanted to see something different. I wanted to do
something worthwhile, something bigger than me.”
“Yes,” Josephine said. “Yes. I came because I was sick to death of the rest of my life
and I had barely started living it. I came because I was pissed off at my school for teaching us to
take tests and preparing us for the same shitty jobs and shitty lives as everyone else. I was pissed
off at everyone in my town for accepting what they were given. I was pissed off at my dad for
leaving us and my mom for letting him. And yes, I wanted to see something different, do
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something different. Be part of something bigger than me. I didn’t really believe it could be as
good as it was supposed to be, but I knew it couldn’t be as bad as what I had.”
“It was supposed to be the best school ever built,” Beau said. “A school run by students
who would go on to run the world.”
“And they won’t even let us run our own Student Senate.”
“I don’t know what I’m going to do now,” Beau said. “I can’t go back there, I can’t stay
here, and I don’t think I can go home again, either.”
He stood up and offered Josephine a hand. She jumped to her feet on her own, as if he
wasn’t there, and started walking back toward the house.
“You'll think of something,” she said. “People like us don’t stay down for long.”
“People like us,” Beau said, smiling. “I don’t think you’ve ever put us in the same
category before.”
“Oh, shut up,” she said. “You know I only give you a hard time because you’re too soft.”
“Kinda like me and Cam with Peter.”
“Peter’s not nearly as soft as you think.”
“Neither am I.”
She turned to face him, her eyes searching his. “Maybe not,” she said after a while. The
sides of her mouth turned down into one of her secret smiles. “Maybe you just need to stand up
to yourself.”
“You mean ‘for myself?’”
“No,” Josephine said, “I don’t.”
She turned and jogged back to the house.
Beau walked back, thinking about what she said. There was something about Josephine
that continued to confound him. She always looked at him like she knew exactly who he was
and what he was capable of, but the more he got to know her the less he actually knew. They
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spent almost two weeks trapped in exile together, and this morning was the first time he felt like
they’d really communicated.
Well that, at least, was something he was going to change.
Beau felt somehow closer to Josephine now, and he wanted to keep talking to her. He
wanted to hear her plans for when they got back to campus. She undoubtedly had some. He felt
like she would listen to him now, now that they were away from Peter and Catherine and all the
distractions of campus. He didn’t want to waste this opportunity.
Beau was surprised to find Josephine seated in front of the computer when he got back to
the basement. She swung around in her chair and beamed at him.
“What?” he said.
“It’s over. They’re saying we can come back to campus. The revolution is here!”
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Chapter 10: Campus Safety
IN WHICH OUR HERO makes a triumphant return and battles his ever-fickle popularity

The Return

Beau and Josephine returned to campus on the Saturday after Thanksgiving. Cam stood beaming
at the front of a ragtag group of students who waited to greet them at the main gate. Over half of
the Schols and most of the Legacies had gone home for the holiday, so Beau hadn’t really
expected to see anyone. Cam seemed about ready to explode by the time they approached, and
he flung himself onto Beau and Josephine in an awkward hug.
“Miss me?” Beau said, chuckling.
“No, not at all,” Cam said.
“Get off me,” Josephine said, shoving him away. “We just walked over ten miles; I
probably smell.”
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Cam hugged her again and inhaled a deep breath through his nose. “Like lavender and
angst,” he said.
“You’re such an idiot,” she said, pulling away from him. But she was laughing, too.
“Hey, Pete,” Beau said once Cam had more or less calmed down. “You keep the place
running for us while we were gone?”
“You kidding?” Cam said. “It’s been everything we could do just to keep P-Max from
burning this place to the ground.”
Peter Maximilien sniffed and picked a hair off the sleeve of his jacket.
“Good to be back,” Beau said, laughing. He threw his arms around Cam, Josephine and
Peter Maximilien and started leading them up the path. That’s when he noticed Catherine,
standing back a bit behind the four or five other students who had come to see them. Beau
stopped in his tracks, then broke into a grin.
“Catherine,” he said.
“Hey, stranger.” She smiled at him.
“Come on,” Cam said to Josephine. “It’s too cold to wait around for these two.”
Josephine shot Beau a wry smile, then looked at Catherine and rolled her eyes. She
followed Cam and the others back toward the Student Village.
Catherine walked slowly toward Beau, but he quickly strode the few steps that separated
them and wrapped her into a hug. They pulled back and studied each other for a moment, their
faces nearly touching.
“So,” Beau said.
“So.”
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“I feel like we should kiss now,” Beau said.
Catherine laughed and he immediately felt stupid. She closed her eyes and leaned in as
Beau buried his face in her shoulder, and she wound up kissing his ear. He pulled back and they
both blushed, then he cupped her face in his hands and kissed her. Her lips were cold from the
evening air and tasted faintly of peppermint lip gloss. They pulled apart after a moment and just
stood there, silently smiling at each other.
“You know,” Catherine said, “it’s not terribly professional for an Aide to fraternize with
her student.”
“Guess we’d better get this out of our system while we’re on this side of the wall,” Beau
said.
“Who said I wanted to kiss you again, anyway?” Catherine said, or started to, before he
pulled her close and kissed her.
Beau entwined her gloved fingers with his own as they walked up the path to the Legacy
Suites. On their walk she told him about the new Committee of Campus Safety that was going to
be formed after elections the following Friday.
“I’m not sure how it’s going to work,” Catherine said. “Chancellor Bailey was pretty
ambiguous about what was considered within the realm of campus safety. It might just be a
committee in charge of the new student security, or it might replace the Executive Council.”
Beau thought about that for a moment.
“Is there still an Executive Council?” he asked.
“In theory,” she said. “But they never replaced you and Josephine, so Peter was the only
Schol representative. You can imagine how much we accomplished.”
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Beau smiled. “I wonder if I’m allowed back now.”
Catherine shrugged. They stopped just outside her building, Catherine with her back
against the solid metal door and Beau leaning in so their faces almost touched. He kissed her
again and looked at the door.
“Don’t get any ideas, mister,” she said. “They still haven’t abolished the prohibition on
Schols in here.”
“Seriously?” he said. “You had one job to do!”
“Well,” she said, “how was I supposed to know you’d suddenly be brave enough to make
a move?”
“Oh ho!” Beau said. “Brave enough, is it?” He tickled her through her wool jacket and
she squirmed away from him.
“Besides,” she said, “if I fixed everything about this place while you were gone, I wasn’t
sure you’d come back.”
He laughed and kissed her again. He wondered why he’d been so nervous to kiss her
before now.
“Who’s going to stop me?” he said, eyeing the door again. “The guards are all gone,
aren’t they?”
“You’re right,” she said, smiling at him. “Go ahead.”
There was something in her smile that suggested trickery, but he reached for the door
anyway. It was locked.
“You have to swipe me in,” he said.
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“Oh, that’s right.” She pushed her watch against the scanner and the lock clicked open.
Beau pulled open the door and walked inside, only to bang his head into a wall.
“What the hell?” he said. He didn’t see anything standing between him and the lobby,
but when he tried moving forward it once again felt like walking into a wall. When he looked
back at Catherine her eyes were laughing at him.
“What’s wrong?” she asked. She slipped under his arm and passed him into the building.
Beau tried to follow her but couldn’t go more than an inch past the threshold without smacking
his face into that invisible wall.
“What’s going on?” he asked.
“It scans my ID when I pass through the door,” she said. “That’s the only way to get in.”
She stepped back out and stood close to him, and he wrapped his arms around her.
“Fine,” he said, “you win this round.”
“It’s not me!” she said.
“I was talking to the door.”
Catherine smiled and leaned her head against his chest.
“So much for the revolution,” Beau said. “I can’t even get into your building.”
“But you got back onto campus, didn’t you? That never would have happened before,
the administration overturning an expulsion. How much more do we want?”
“We who?” Beau said. “I was happy just to get accepted. Josephine and Peter are the
real revolutionaries.”
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“And Cam,” she said. “You should have seen him up there, giving his little speech.
‘This is a revolution. It ends when we say it ends!’” She said that last part in what Beau
assumed was an impression of Cam. They both laughed.
“Maybe I’ll run for this new committee,” Beau said after a while. “I mean, instead of
trying to get back on the Executive Council. Sounds interesting, and I think I should be able to
get elected.”
“About that,” she said. “The thing is, there’s a pretty big chunk of the school that kind of
doesn’t trust you anymore.”
“What? Why?”
“LaFaye did everything but come out and say that you caused the Clash.”
“The Clash?”
“The Clash on the Quad. That’s what they’re calling it. LaFaye implied that you and
Josephine sabotaged the IDs, and the News Horoscope has been running stories about it ever
since.”
“That’s ridiculous!” Beau said. He pulled away and stared at her incredulously.
“I know.”
“I wouldn’t have any idea how to do something like that!”
“I know.”
“And I wouldn’t do it even if I did!”
“I know.”
“I’m serious!” he said.
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“I know.”
“Stop it!”
“What?” she said. “Just being a good listener.”
He nudged her lightly with his shoulder.
“Besides,” he said, more quietly. “LaFaye is the one who did it. He can use the IDs to
shut us all down.”
Catherine stopped smiling and stared hard at him. “Beau, that’s a really serious
accusation.”
“It is,” he said. “But it’s true.”
She glanced down in the direction of her ID pin under her jacket, then placed her hand
over it for good measure.
“You can’t say that, Beau,” she said.
“I saw it! Don’t you believe me?”
“I do,” she said slowly. “I believe you saw it, or think you did. But it doesn’t help
anything pointing it out. LaFaye will never admit it, and he’d watch you that much closer and
make things that much harder for you if you call him out.”
“I don’t care what he does to me,” Beau said. “The school has the right to know what
really happened!”
“Beau,” Catherine said softly. “Half of the school thinks you did it. How would it look if
you come back and accuse the administration? Even the people who support us wouldn’t believe
something like that, even if it is true.”
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“What do you mean, ‘even if it is true?’ It’s true! I saw him do it once before!” Beau
was almost shouting now, and she slapped her hand over his mouth. He looked around to make
sure they were alone before adding, “That’s how I knew to take my ID off.”
“What are you talking about?”
“That night a couple months ago when Josephine organized that meeting that got busted.
LaFaye used the pins on Josephine, Cam, and Peter. Shut them down, erased their memories,
everything. As a warning not to disrupt the Executive Council Elections.”
Catherine stared at him for a long time. “Why didn’t you say anything?”
“What?”
“Before now. If you knew he could do that, why didn’t you tell me before now?”
“I don’t know. I didn’t know what to do! He basically threatened me to keep me quiet.
The only reason he didn’t do it to me that night was so he could use me to keep them in line.”
“You were working with LaFaye?” Catherine said sharply.
“No! I just – I mean – he showed me what the IDs could do and told me that I needed to
keep them from causing trouble or he’d do it again.”
“I’m sorry, how is that not working with him?” Catherine said. “And why wouldn’t you
tell me sooner? Like, maybe before my ID knocked me unconscious?” She had backed herself
as far away from him as she could in the small space outside the door, her arms folded tight
across her chest.
“You’re the first person I told!” he said. “Right now. I never told anyone until right
now.”
“Except Josephine,” she said. “You somehow managed to save her.”
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“I don’t know what to say,” Beau said. “It’s not like that. I didn’t know what to do. And
when LaFaye showed up at the protest, I just acted. I didn’t think. I didn’t have time to come
back for you. I’m sorry. I wish I did, but I didn’t. I just got my ID off and got out of there while
I still could.”
He moved tentatively closer to her, but she shook her head.
“I’m sorry,” he said again.
They stared at each other for a long time, Catherine scowling, Beau suddenly unsure what
to do with his eyes or his hands. Finally Catherine sighed and dropped her arms.
“Go to bed, Beau,” she said.
“I’m sorry.”
“I know. I’m…” She looked at him, stopped, and bit her lip. “I’m glad you’re back.
Let’s talk more tomorrow.”
She patted him on the arm and walked past him into her building.

The Campaign

“And the final member of the Committee of Campus Safety, by a margin of twenty-eight votes,
Beau Dannon.”
For the first time in his life, Beau was booed.
It had been a rough week. The warm welcome Beau received on his return to campus
effectively ended that night in the cold in front of Catherine’s apartment. The rest of the student
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body started returning to campus the following day, and many of them had already left for break
when Bailey announced the reversal of Beau and Josephine’s expulsions. After what Catherine
had said, Beau expected a bit of resistance from the Legacies, but he was not prepared for the
suspicious and angry looks he received from the Schols. He felt like an outsider even in his
dorm. Almost everyone kept their doors propped open and shouted down the hall to each other,
but now guys he’d talked to all semester closed their doors when he walked by. Beau usually got
up early on weekdays for a dawn jog around campus with some of the guys from the football
team. They didn’t talk to him or even look at him as they ran, and after the second day of this
Beau broke off and jogged by himself. By the middle of his first week back, Beau was eating
breakfast alone in his room and walking up to campus early, without even trying to wake Cam up
to join him. What Beau had expected to be an easy election to the Committee of Campus Safety
now came down to a tough campaign for the final seat.
Whereas the Executive Council had nine members, three from each student class, the
Committee of Campus Safety would only have six. Harrison and his Legacy League had
successfully pushed through a motion to remove the class restrictions, which meant that the new
Committee could wind up with uneven representation. It was all anyone could talk about at
lunch in the days leading up to the election.
“I’m sure that’s what he’s up to,” Cam was saying as Beau sat down at the cafeteria table.
“Who’s up to what?”
“Harrison,” Peter Maximilien said. “Cameron is concerned about the elections.”
“Aren’t you?” Cam demanded.
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“Not especially,” Peter Maximilien said. “I’m sure Mr. du Pont plans to stack the
Committee with Legacies, but we still operate under the façade of a democracy.” He studied
Beau. “However unpopular you may be at the moment, you’re still a better choice than them.”
“Why thank you,” Beau said.
“I dunno,” Cam said, scrolling through his watch. “Beau’s currently got a PR of fortyfive. Josephine’s at fifty-eight. Harrison’s over seventy.” He smiled sheepishly at Beau.
“Sorry.”
Beau’s face flushed and he looked away. “I never look at those things,” he muttered. He
took a big bite of his chicken wrap.
“Be that as it may,” Peter Maximilien said, “Beau and Josephine were both under 20 last
week, and now Beau has more than doubled and Josephine tripled.”
“I don’t get it,” Beau said. “Josephine and I left at the same time for the same reason.
Why would her score improve that much faster than mine?”
Cam and Peter Maximilien exchanged a look.
“Perhaps,” Peter Maximilien said, “it is because she is much more vocal about which side
she’s on.”
“That’s ridiculous!” Beaus said. “How can anyone doubt my loyalty just because I’ve
been trying to reach a compromise?”
“I dunno how,” Cam said, “but they do. Conservatives think you’re too liberal and
liberals think you’re too conservative. You’re only leading Josephine among people who don’t
identify with any political ideology.”
Beau took another large bite of his wrap.
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“Now that we’ve cleared that up,” Peter Maximilien said, “the fact remains that
Josephine is not your opposition. The Legacy League is. And all evidence suggests that
Harrison’s scheme will backfire.”
“What evidence?” Cam said. “Most people here only listen to their News Horoscope,
and half of those are still saying Beau planned the Clash!”
“The people are not so easily misled.”
“This isn’t ancient France, P-Max,” Cam said. “We only see what we want to see.”
“SM activity concerning the sabotage theory peaked the day after LaFaye’s
announcement,” Peter Maximilien murmured, his eyes scanning his watch. “Since then less than
sixty percent of Legacies and thirty percent of the entire student body have posted or reposted
five or more times mentioning Beau in a negative way. With Josephine it’s even less than that.”
Peter Maximilien looked up and nodded as if that settled everything.
“Where do you come up with this stuff?” Cam asked.
“I can tell you a lot more than that,” Peter Maximilien said. He smiled faintly and stared
at something over Beau and Cam’s heads. He snapped out of it before Cam could come up with
a response. “Also, Cameron, I am a student of eighteenth and nineteenth century France. My
knowledge of pre-modern civilizations is comparatively limited.”
“Thank God for that,” Cam said. He shot Beau a wry smile, but Beau wasn’t looking.
He tapped his watch to pull up his News Horoscope and searched his name. He was only
mentioned a few times in the articles that populated for his three interest groups, and it didn’t
seem too negative. He tried to adjust his secondaries to see what some of the other groups were
saying, but it wanted to charge him for each adjustment. He sighed and swiped it closed.
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As the week went on, Beau started seeing campaign ads on the monitors and ePosters
around school. They usually showed an even mix of campus announcements and paid
advertising, but Beau had never seen a student ad before, even when people were running for the
Executive Council. The first time he saw one he stopped so suddenly that Cam crashed into him.
“What the hell?” Cam said. Beau couldn’t speak. He just stared at the screen.
It was him. Someone had taken footage of him playing football and edited to look like he
was in school. Beau usually jumped up, cheered, and saluted after making a good tackle. On the
field it was relatively normal behavior, but in a classroom or at a Student Senate meeting it made
him look insane. They’d somehow gotten it to look like he tackled the librarian and cheered into
the faces of stunned students. They also had him sarcastically saluting the PVP eagle, the
American flag, and a table of servicemen at career day. It ended with his crazy-eyed face
superimposed over a shot of students unconscious in the quad.
“Beau Dannon isn’t even safe enough to be on campus,” the ad’s voiceover said, “and
now he wants to be in charge of your safety? How many people have to get hurt before we learn
our lesson? Enough is enough. On December second, let your voices be heard. A vote for the
Legacy League is a vote for safety.”
It ended with a picture of a smiling Harrison and the rest of the Legacy League standing
proudly on the marble steps of Main Hall in their PVP uniforms. Then it cut to Catherine’s
cheerful forecast of the weekly weather.
“Woah,” Cam said.
Beau nodded. “This is going to be rough.”
And it was. Over the next few days he saw ads comparing him to terrorists and dictators
and blaming him for everything from identity theft to bad cafeteria food. His PR dropped ten
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points. On the Thursday evening announcements, each of the candidates were invited to give a
thirty-second speech and then answer questions students posted in response.
Vice-Chancellor LaFaye was in attendance, and Beau couldn’t tell whether it was to
intimidate them or to stop the broadcast from happening at all. LaFaye and Dr. John-Paul went
into the broadcast booth, and Beau listened hard to hear if they were arguing. They emerged five
minutes later, both somewhat red in the face, and Dr. John-Paul explained the format of the
show. The speeches went well enough – it was hard to mess up too terribly in thirty seconds –
but when it came time to respond to questions, things started to go awry. Dr. John-Paul did his
best to moderate, but Harrison had evidently motivated hundreds of students to send in questions
about the Clash on the Quad. Beau saw LaFaye scowling at him out of the corner of his eye.
“Well, Beau,” Dr. John-Paul said, “I guess you saw this coming. The number one
question being asked right now is whether you had anything to do with the mass malfunction of
IDs that occurred at the Clash on the Quad.”
“Of course not,” Beau said. He fought to steady his hands and looked straight into the
camera. “I can’t be any clearer on this. I am barely qualified to use my own watch. Anyone
who’s been around me knows that. And they also know that even if I did know how to cause
whatever it is that went wrong that day, there is not a single circumstance in which I would do it.
It doesn’t make sense. Think about it: what would I gain by doing that? Those were innocent
students exercising their right to free speech, and that right is something I will fight to defend. I
am proud to be a part of the PVP family, and I am proud to serve this school and its student body
in whatever capacity they see fit.”
Cam let out a little whoop at that, and most of the Schol and Aide candidates clapped or
at least smiled at him. The look on Harrison’s face was more or less the opposite of a smile.
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“What a well-rehearsed response,” he said. “It doesn’t change the fact that you and your
friend there–” he gestured with his head at Josephine “–were behind every unauthorized meeting
and protest, including the Clash on the Quad, and that you were the only ones who weren’t
affected by what happened.”
“This isn’t intended as a debate,” Dr. John-Paul said.
“Just one question for the candidate.” Harrison said the word like it was an ethnic slur.
“Why would you run away if you hadn’t done anything wrong?”
The Legacies cheered and clapped at this, and Beau saw a few Schols and Aides do the
same. The question was a common theme in articles and ads attacking him, and Beau didn’t
know what to do. The only way he could definitively clear his name would be to reveal
everything he knew about LaFaye. He didn’t know how to go about doing that, especially with
LaFaye standing not twenty feet away.
“That’s a fair question,” Beau said. That got a little bit of a laugh, and he smiled and
cleared his throat. He didn’t have time to think now. If he stalled in responding he’d look even
guiltier. “I understand how suspicious it was. But for those of us who were actually there–” he
directed this at Harrison “–we know that I was not the only one who ran away. Almost everyone
there tried to run once things got violent. I can’t imagine who wouldn’t run in that situation,
unless they were doing something wrong, something to compromise the safety of the school.”
He glanced at LaFaye, who gave him a warning look. He looked over to Catherine, and
she shook his head ever so slightly. Harrison edged forward, and Beau knew he would be only
too happy to attack again. It was now or never.
“I ran,” Beau said, “and it wasn’t until I was out of the quad that I realized what had
happened to everyone else. And when I saw that I ran some more. I admit it. I was terrified.
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What I did might not have been brave, but it was no more sinister than that. I ran just like
everyone else, but for some reason I was able to keep running when no one else was. I don’t
know how or why it happened. For that I guess you’d have to ask the Administration.”
Catherine coughed loudly, and her face flushed when the other candidates turned to look
at her.
“Sorry,” she said when she was able to talk again.
“All right,” Dr. John-Paul said. “I think we’re out of time. Sorry, folks. You’ll get one
more chance to grill these candidates tomorrow before you cast your vote.”
Beau left Central Broadcasting as soon as the cameras turned off. He stared at the
ground, not wanting to see LaFaye’s expression. Or Dr. John-Paul’s, for that matter. Dr. JohnPaul would probably take some heat for what Beau said, even though it was so much less than he
wanted to.
Beau felt like throwing up on his walk back down to the Student Village. Cam kept
jumping around talking about how Beau had nailed those responses, and Catherine, Josephine,
and even Peter Maximilien tried to encourage him, but it was no use. He wasn’t going to win.
Even people who didn’t like Harrison would vote for someone far less controversial than Beau.
People hated him. They hated him for something he hadn’t done, and when he had his
chance to explain what really happened, he choked. He’d said just enough to piss off LaFaye
and not enough to change the way people thought about him. His whole life, Beau had never
met a teacher, administrator, or student who openly disliked him, and now he had all three. Beau
didn’t even worry about the elections anymore. He knew he was going to lose. What he didn’t
know was how he was going to make it through the rest of the school year.
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And so when Chancellor Bailey announced the results of the election the following day,
Beau barely heard the names being called. He stood and clapped with everyone else while the
other members were revealed – Catherine and Harrison and Peter and Josephine and Cam – each
name announced with a smaller margin of victory and growing cries of protest from the Legacy
side of the room. Somehow Peter was right – in spite of all the money spent on ads, the only
member of the Legacy League that got elected was Harrison.
Then it came down to the last name. Beau was up against all of the remaining members
of the Executive Council as well as five other candidates. He figured one of the Legacies from
the Council would get it – Bryce or Sally or even Duckworth. But Bailey called Beau’s name,
and Beau didn’t even hear it. He didn’t need to. He knew he had won from the boos.
It was over, but Beau didn’t feel happy or relieved. When he looked out from the stage at
the auditorium, he didn’t see the hundreds of people who had voted for him. He saw the genuine
hatred of the hundreds of people who had voted against him. It was like he had lost. And he was
never going to win again.
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Chapter 11: The Montagnards
IN WHICH OUR HERO nearly meets his fate at the hands of some redoubtable foes, including
the French, clouds, hypotheticals, and deus ex machina

The Montagnards

After the tumult of his first semester at PVP, Winter Break was like a breath of fresh, frosty air.
Beau arrived home to find the farm nestled under a three-inch sheen of snow, and it snowed
again while he was home. That first night back in his own bed felt like heaven compared to the
plastic-covered dorm mattress, and his mom let him sleep until it was almost time for dinner the
following evening. He hadn’t realized how exhausted he was.
The break lasted from the Friday before Christmas to the Sunday after New Year's.
When he first got home, it seemed like a really long time. He’d even agreed to go back to
campus a few days early to meet with the Committee of Campus Safety. WBut when he packed
his bags that last night at home, he wondered where the time went. He wasn’t ready to go back.
Every shirt and pair of socks he packed into his duffel bag increased his sense of dread.
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Beau made a point of staying off his SM accounts while he was home, but he snuck a
peek at his PR his first morning back on campus. He was over fifty again, but not by much.
He met Catherine on the walk up to Campus Broadcasting. They had barely spoken over
break, and Beau wasn’t sure what sort of reception he would get. But Catherine’s smile lit up
her face when she saw him, and she kissed him quickly before Beau had the chance to say
anything.
Peter Maximilien was already sitting at the conference table when they got to campus
broadcasting. He had his GeniusPad in front of him and looked up at them with more excitement
than Beau had ever seen on his face.
“Morning, Peter,” Beau said. “Santa was good to you?”
“Beau, you know I have no use for the commercialism of the holidays,” he said. “But I
do have good news.”
They stared at him. “What is it?” Catherine asked.
“Wait until we’re all assembled.”
“Who all’s coming?” Beau asked.
“Everyone but Harrison.” Peter Maximilien sniffed. “He didn’t even bother to open my
e-vite.”
Josephine got there a minute before their agreed-upon 8:00, and Cam staggered in five
minutes after that, still half-asleep. He took in Peter’s barely-contained excitement before
collapsing into a chair.
“What’s with him?” Cam said.
“I’m just going over some very exciting information,” Peter Maximilien said.
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Cam groaned. “I’ve learned not to trust anything you find exciting.”
All of their watches buzzed in unison. Peter Maximilien sent them a file. Beau clicked it
open on his screen at the conference table.
“What are we looking at, Max?” Josephine asked.
“Statistics!”
Cam groaned again. “You and I have very different definitions of excitement.”
“It’s voting statistics,” Peter Maximilien explained. "Dr. John-Paul still won’t let me
access the voting records of individual students, but we can tell basically everything about them
but their names.”
Beau flipped through the spreadsheet in front of them. There was information about
every major Student Senate vote since the beginning of the semester, broken down by
demographics. People who identified as conservative, moderate, or liberal; people who preferred
arts or sciences; people’s food or music preferences; people who lived in the Student Village or
the Legacy Suites. Pretty much everything populated by the News Horoscope app, broken down
and sortable in a single database.
“The Montagnards track all of this instantly and link it through SM,” Peter said.
“The what now?” Cam asked.
“The Montagnards,” Peter said. “That’s what I’m calling the new IDs.” He pulled an ID
pin out of his breast pocket and set it on the table in front of them. Where the old IDs for Schols
were made up of red, white, or blue triangles, these new IDs combined all three and squeezed
them together to create a sort of tricolor mountain.
“The Montagnards,” Peter said again.
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“You’ve got these in your pocket and you’re gushing over statistics?” Cam said.
“Didn’t you call something else that before?” Beau asked, looking up from the ID. “I
feel like I remember having this conversation.”
“It’s one of his dead French boyfriends,” Cam said.
“Not quite,” Peter said. “It was the name given to the liberal members of the National
Convention during the French Revolution. They sat on elevated seats on the left side of the
room, which was called the Montagne, or mountain. That’s also where our current system of
identifying liberals with the left and conservatives with the right came from.”
“How fascinating,” Cam said.
“I remember now,” Beau said. “When we first met, at the train station, you were reading
a book with that title.”
“Indeed I was,” Peter Maximilien said softly.
“Some guys subscribe to Maxim,” Cam said, “P-Max gets off on French history
textbooks.”
“Why don’t you just call the new IDs ‘Mountains?’” Catherine suggested. “I think that
would be more marketable.”
Peter Maximilien concentrated on removing the lint from the sleeves of his jacket.
“Montagne is mountain,” he said slowly. “Montagnard means ‘of the mountain,’ or ‘mountain
dweller.’ Mountaineer. It’s not the same.”
“So call them Mountaineers?” Catherine suggested.
“Or Mountain Dwellers,” Beau said. Catherine smiled at him and shook her head.
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“No, call them ‘Of the Mountains.’” Cam said. “P-Max, call them ‘Of the Mountains.’
People are gonna love it.”
“They are called the Montagnards,” Peter Maximilien said firmly. “Dr. John-Paul
already gave me permission to name them.”
“But did he know you were going to name them that?”
“I did not come here to debate names!” Peter shouted. He sighed a long sigh and placed
his hands firmly on the tabletop.
“Leave him alone,” Josephine said. She said it quietly, but it was very clear that she had
had enough. “I thought you three were the champions of working together.”
Beau felt his cheeks burn.
“Oh!” Peter Maximilien said, and he snapped back into business mode as if nothing else
had happened. “The voting statistics. Yes. We can identify which groups are still voting against
the Revolution, and what might be pushing them to vote against us. And then we try to stop it.
Or, failing that, stop them.”
“That’s not exactly how a democracy works,” Catherine said.
“We don’t know exactly how a democracy works,” Josephine snapped. “We’ve never
lived in one.”
Beau stopped reading and looked up at them. He had no idea why things had suddenly
gotten so tense, but he was not interested in having another one of those mornings.
“Hey,” he said. “Same team.” His smile withered under Josephine’s look of disgust.
“If we haven’t changed their opinions by now, we never will,” Catherine said. “I don’t
think knowing their favorite movies is going to help.”
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Peter Maximilien fiddled with his Montagnard.
"As I may have mentioned, I've long been fascinated with Carl Jung's theory of the
collective unconscious."
“Here we go,” Cam said. He seemed ready to say more but Josephine glared at him.
Beau learned about the collective unconscious in Dr. John-Paul's Media and Society
class. If he remembered correctly it was basically a common ‘soul’ shared by all humanity since
the beginning of time. Dr. John-Paul said it was used to explain why people from all over the
world experience the same instincts for things they’ve never been taught.
"The point is," Peter Maximilian said, "I believe I've managed to create a digital
approximation of it. By synthesizing the SM and analytical capabilities of the Montagnards, I
created a platform to experience everyone's collective thoughts, feelings, and influences."
"In English?" Cam asked.
"I created a thought-cloud made up of mental data from everyone who wears a
Montagnard. And I think we can enter it."
"I'm in," Josephine said immediately. She snatched the Montagnard off the table.
"All right," Catherine said. "I think we'd better wait for Manny before we make any
decisions we can’t take back."
“Are you kidding? He’d never let me test something like this.” Josephine looked to
Peter Maximilien. “Probably say it’s not approved for human trials.”
“It hasn’t been approved for human trials,” Peter Maximilien said quietly.
“See?” Josephine said. She yanked off her own ID, wincing slightly at the electric shock,
and then plugged in the Montagnard. “How does it work?”
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“You also need this,” Peter Maximilien said. He pulled a new watch out of his bag. The
screen was about twice the size of their old ones, and it was framed by the same tri-color
mountain as the Montagnard. He held it out to Josephine, who took it gently from his hand and
studied it before putting it on.
The electric shock this time was enough that Beau could see a little spark. The watch and
pin both instantly powered on and glowed red, white and blue. Both showed her ID photo and
barcode, but the watch displayed it in 3-D. She reached out a finger to swipe to another app, but
the display changed without her touching it.
“How did it…?”
“It’s synced to you mentally as well as physically,” Peter said. “It won’t do everything
you think, of course, but you must have visualized the app you wanted open and it opened it for
you. You can also use it to compose messages with your thoughts and send them to anyone else
who’s plugged in. Which can be useful, you know, in case-”
Before he could finish his sentence all of their watches buzzed, and Beau saw a message
from Josephine. It said in case anyone’s listening.
“If we were all hooked up to Montagnards,” Peter Maximilien said, “that message would
have been accessible mentally instead of just visually.”
Beau looked at Catherine and mouthed is this real? She just shook her head and
shrugged. Cam sat dazed with his mouth hanging open. Beau reached across the table to hold
Catherine’s hand again. Somehow he felt more grounded that way.
“It’s beautiful, Max,” Josephine said quietly. She stroked the face of the watch. “I mean,
the pin is great, but this…it looks professional.”
“It is professional.”
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“No, yeah, of course. But like. I know Manny helped and you’ve got all the best
equipment money can buy and a huge budget and you’re a genius and everything but like.
You’re sixteen. Even the biggest companies don’t have this yet.”
“Some of them do, actually,” Peter said. “The initial schematics were a gift from one of
our tech donors. But they require surgery to set up mental connectivity, which we knew would
never be approved here. And they also don’t have The Cloud.”
Josephine’s eyes glowed blue in the reflection from the screen. Beau couldn’t believe
what he was seeing, much less what Peter was saying. If this was true…if this was true there
was no way Dr. John-Paul would let them test it before it was ready.
“How does it work?” Josephine said softly. Their phones buzzed again.
it work? The Cloud part, I mean.
“The middle button activates it,” Peter Maximilien said, pointing, “the left one is how
you enter The Cloud, and the right one is – theoretically – how you exit it.”
“Theoretically?” Catherine said. “Has this been tested at all?”
“Yes, of course,” Peter said. “But it’s impossible to tell from the simulations whether a
live subject would retain enough physical presence in the body to push the exit button.” He
picked a piece of lint off his sleeve and studied it. “What we do know is that it is impossible for
an outside force to initiate the exit sequence. Any attempts to do so before the subject was ready
resulted in termination of the exercise.”
“This isn’t a simulation anymore!” Catherine said. “It’s not a subject, it’s Josephine. It’s
not an exercise being terminated, it’s her!”
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“No, of course not,” Peter Maximilien said. “We wouldn’t even launch these if there was
a risk of that. The chances of dying in the Cloud are statistically lower than dying from-” he
flipped through his statistics “-choking on your breakfast.”
“Good enough for me,” Josephine said. “Is it ready now if I push the button?”
Peter Maximilien nodded.
“Um,” Beau said. Josephine swung her head around to stare at him. “I think Catherine’s
right.”
“Of course you do,” Josephine said.
Beau felt his cheeks flush, and he dropped Catherine’s hand. “Manny might say it’s fine,
but it’s not our place to do this without him.”
“Oh, it’s not our place now?” Josephine said. “Because of course you’re morally
superior to me.”
“I never said that.”
“You don’t have to say it. Look at you. Mr. Boy Scout. The Good Samaritan. You
always try to do what’s right, so naturally anyone who doesn’t listen to you is wrong. You don’t
even try to argue your position. You just sit back and judge us.”
“Let’s try to calm down,” he said. “Where is this coming from?”
“You!” she said, moving quickly toward him. “I’m tired of calming down and I’m tired
of you!”
She stopped a foot or two away from his chair and stared down at him, her eyes
smoldering. Beau surprised everyone, including himself, by fighting back.
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“Stop yelling every time I say something you don’t like. You say plenty of things I don’t
like. Just because someone disagrees with you doesn’t automatically mean they’re wrong.”
Josephine’s look of fury changed to one of surprise, and then - perhaps - of respect. She
allowed the corners of her mouth to curl down into a lopsided smile. It was the exact same look
as when she found him in the woods outside their safe house, as that moment before she kissed
his cheek after their election speech pep talk, as when he followed her out of the dorm basement
into the rain. Each time it had lasted just a second or two, but in that moment he thought he saw
the real Josephine behind all the anger and pride. And this time, in this moment, he realized
there was something more – she was letting her guard down, just long enough to acknowledge
that she saw a bit of herself in him. And he started to smile, too. But then the moment passed.
“All right,” he said, putting out his hand.
“What?”
“Take it off and let’s wait for Manny.”
“I didn’t agree to that.”
He reached out to grab the pin, and she slapped his hand away.
“What are you doing?” she said. “Get off me. I don’t need your permission.” She
pushed back from his chair and with one last, defiant look around the room, at each of them,
Catherine and Cam and Peter Maximilien and stopping last on Beau, she pushed her thumb hard
into the left button.
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The Cloud

The first thing she felt was falling. That was the easiest way to describe it. But it wasn’t
like any fall she had ever experienced before. Not even like those fake falls at the end of dreams
that make you jump up in bed and wake yourself up. It was similar to those feelings, but it
wasn’t that.
Once when she was a girl, back before her dad went to jail, a sinkhole appeared in the
field behind their house. She made her dad take her out there every day when he got home from
work so she could look at it. They found videos about sinkholes online, and she watched them
over and over again. She loved watching them collapse in upon themselves. She couldn’t
understand how one little hole could turn into such a big one; why the collapsing sides made the
hole bigger rather than filling it in. She imagined that a sinkhole could grow big enough to suck
the entire world in. The world falling into itself.
That was what it felt like now. Like a tiny hole had appeared at the top of her head and
now all of her was falling into it, collapsing inside herself. As she fell she could look out and see
her outer body, blurry and out of focus, and beyond it, almost unrecognizable, was the Central
Broadcasting room. She felt like she was falling very fast, but her outer body crumpled slowly,
slowly, with the blurred shapes of Beau and the others moving slowly forward to catch her.
Then she collapsed some more, into the darkness that was her inner self.
She never felt herself stop falling, but after a while – a minute or an hour or a day and a
half – she realized she wasn’t falling anymore. There was darkness all around her. She couldn’t
see anything, not even her hand in front of her face. She realized vaguely that she had no way of
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knowing if she even had a hand, or a face for that matter. She couldn’t see or feel anything. She
had ceased to exist.
She noticed a horizon, a far off, slightly lighter dividing line that separated absolute dark
from absolute dark. She glided toward it. Her feet, if she had any, made no contact with any
surface, nor could she feel legs moving or air passing around her.
Her mind was completely blank, and even her recognition of this blankness faded away
to nothing. She moved forward silently, thoughtlessly, unfeelingly, until the darkness around her
began to take on faint colors. First a noticeable shade of black replaced the absence of color.
Then it slowly grayed and blued its way toward lighter color. By the time the dim horizon
became actual whitish light, the space around her had transformed to a very deep blue. And then
she started to hear things.
It wasn’t quite hearing, though. In the same way that her walking was more like gliding
because she couldn’t feel the steps, this hearing was more like thinking because she couldn’t hear
a voice. There were murmurings, soft whispers, something of a constant static, but none of them
were actually sounds. She thought them. She felt them. She embraced the not-noise and
continued toward the light.
The light split into two. There were two ovals of light – of actual whiteness – surrounded
by ever lightening space. The thought-noises continued to grow in volume and feeling. She
started to detect words here and there. She noticed that there were different people not-speaking
these not-words. That was Beau not-saying “stop,” and there was Max not-saying “statistically,”
and Cam not-laughing. There were people she didn’t recognize. She felt all of them, inside her
and around her.
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Josephine looked up and saw that the space above her was full of little blue wisps of
light. Thousands, maybe millions of them floated around up there, and a few strayed closer to
her. When they passed by her face she heard the not-speech again. Each wisp was an
individual’s thought or feeling or idea. Some she recognized as her own, but they seemed no
more significant than any of the others.
Some of the wisps formed clouds and clusters that stuck close together. Josephine felt
drawn to these more than the individual ones. She moved toward one of the clusters and felt the
same idea repeated over and over in multiple voices. These wisps thought that winter break
should have lasted at least a week longer, and the closer she got to them the more she wished it
had been longer, too. A larger cloud of wisps floated by, this one expressing frustration over
internet issues in Freedom Hall, and she felt pulled toward it, driven by her own frustration over
the internet. It led her to a considerably larger cloud that contained clusters of dozens of
different types of frustrations. While each group felt frustrated over a specific thing, they also
shared a collective frustration with all of the other wisps in the super cloud. Josephine felt so
frustrated by life that she wanted to explode, to break into a million wisps and float away.
She passed from cluster to cluster, cloud to super cloud, thinking and feeling whatever
the majority of wisps thought and felt. At one point she encountered two contradictory groups –
one that thought Beau had sabotaged the IDs and one that thought LaFaye was behind it. These
clusters swirled around each other, bumping and fighting. The larger cluster rammed into the
smaller one, which broke into dozens of individual wisps. The weaker of these changed their
opinion and joined the large cluster, while the others flew away in every direction.
The longer she stayed in there, the more she felt her own thoughts and opinions melt
away. She was drawn magnetically to the stronger opinions of the larger clouds. She realized
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that this must be the collective unconscious Max had been talking about. She was a part of every
person at the school, and they were a part of her. She couldn’t decide if she liked that or not.
She didn’t know how she felt.
An electric POP! filled the air and scattered the wisps. Without seeing him, she felt the
presence of Beau.
Josephine! His thought filled her mind.
What are you doing? she thought back. Leave me alone.
You’ve got to get out of there! Let me help you.
Josephine wanted to shut him out, to get away. She had been so warm and connected
before his intrusion. Every moment she remained in Beau’s presence, she could feel drops of her
former identity flowing back into her. She still didn’t remember what she thought or felt about a
lot of things, but she knew damn well she didn’t need rescuing.
I’m fine, she thought.
You weren’t responding.
Well, now I am. I’m just feeling it out. Tell them I’m fine and leave me alone.
Josephine felt him sigh. She looked around but didn’t see him anywhere.
Where are you, anyway?
I’m still in Central Broadcasting. I just plugged in to a Montagnard.
So you’re not in the Cloud?
No, but I’ll come in if you don’t hurry up. You need to get out of there.
She felt the tenseness of anger building up inside her. It was a stark contrast to the
pleasant, airy nothingness she had felt while fully immersed in the Cloud. Even when she shared
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in the frustration of hundreds of wisps, she was calmed by the unity of thought. There was
nothing calming about Beau’s interruption, and she wanted it to stop.
What I need is for you to butt out. I’m handling this.
She felt another sigh, but then it was silent again. Had he left? She moved closer to the
bright ovals and looked out into the blinding whiteness of the outside world. She saw the blurred
faces of the rest of the Committee huddled around her. All except Peter. At least he had the
sense to let her figure this out.
POP!
She felt the presence of Peter join that of Beau.
What are you doing? she demanded.
Apologies, Josephine, Peter Maximilien thought. You know I wouldn’t do this if I didn’t
have to, but…
She could feel his tense hesitation. All she wanted was to drift back off and be a part of
the Cloud.
Josephine, Beau thought, you’ve been in there over twenty minutes already.
That might have meant something to Beau, but it didn’t phase her at all. Time was
irrelevant in here.
Beau’s right, Peter thought. Shorter times are probably best in these initial tests. Also…
Also, this isn’t allowed and Manny could come to his office any minute! Beau thought.
Well, that, yes.
What else, Peter?
Well. Also I found that it got increasingly difficult to concentrate and maintain a unique
sense of self the longer I was in there.
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I noticed that.
Fantastic, Beau thought.
Josephine felt the pull of the wisps trying to lure her back, deeper into the Cloud. It
didn’t sound so terrible to her, but Beau wasn’t leaving her alone.
Josephine, you’ve got to hurry! he thought.
Fine! She moved closer to the brightness and tried to focus on the outside world. How do
I do it?
That’s the thing, Peter thought. I’m not exactly sure.
You’re kidding, Beau thought.
In the simulations I focused on my hands until I was able to move them and press the exit
button. Once I got them moving it was simple, but I can’t explain how to get started.
I’ll figure it out myself. Josephine tried to locate her hands - or any part of her body through the brightness. She couldn’t see anything but the huddled forms of the others.
I must be on my back, she realized.
You are, Beau thought.
The brightness was becoming easier to handle, and thefaces were coming into focus, but
she still had no idea how to move her body. She saw Cam lift up her left hand and point at her
watch.
“This,” he mouthed. “You need to press this.”
He dropped her arm, and she felt the slightest of sensations as it hit the floor. She
focused on that feeling, on the back of her hand, her palm, her fingers. She tried to lift her hand
back off the ground, but it was so difficult and all she really wanted to do was go back among the
wisps of the Cloud.
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You did it! Beau thought.
This pulled her back. What? What did I do?
You moved your finger!
We evidently need to tweak the motor function a bit, Peter Maximilien thought.
You think? Beau thought.
She focused really hard and tried to lift her hand again. This time she could feel her
fingers curling inward toward her palm.
That’s it! Beau thought.
She tried to ignore him and focus on her hand. She lifted again, pulling with all her
might, and this time she could feel the back of her hand leave the floor before falling back down.
Focus, Beau thought.
I’m focusing! Stop distracting me!
She concentrated hard again, and this time managed to lift her hand up and toward her
face before it plopped down onto her chest. She was getting the hang of this. It wasn’t so much
that it was heavy or difficult in and of itself, it was just so hard to concentrate on the pointless
outside world when everything that really mattered was here in the Cloud.
Cam apparently ran out of patience, and he lifted both her hands in front of her face and
held them there. She could feel his hands on hers.
Tell that idiot to put me down.
It actually might be easier, Peter thought, if you just move them from there.
She lifted her left hand up off Cam’s and held it there. Then she slowly moved the right
over toward the watch. She extended her index finger and tried to aim it at the buttons.
Which one is it again?
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Right, Peter thought.
She took one last, wistful look at the peaceful beauty all around her. Then she focused
hard, moved her finger, and pushed.

The Counter-Revolution

Beau, Cam, and Peter Maximilien were assigned to table service during their third block
Occupational Enrichment in the cafeteria. The Aide in charge of their group had the three of
them patrol the covered veranda with dustpans and brooms. It was February and space heaters
had replaced the umbrellas at the center of every table. Whenever they weren’t sweeping, Cam
huddled as close to these as he could without catching fire himself.
A mix of Schols and Legacies ate out there, although most sat at self-segregated tables.
The motion to allow Schols access to the veranda had passed the previous week, and tensions
were still pretty high, which was why both Legacies and Schols insisted on sitting out there in
the middle of winter. Neither group wanted to concede control of the veranda to the other.
Tensions were also high over the Montagnards, which were adopted at the first Student
Senate of the semester, despite loud and unexpected Legacy League protests. Every student on
campus was given two weeks to report to Central Admin to turn in their old pins and watches for
the Montagnards. But that was almost three weeks ago, and hundreds of Legacies still hadn’t
done it. Beau felt the eyes of some of the Legacies glaring into his back as he worked, but he
couldn’t tell if they were mad about the IDs or the veranda. Or both.
Beau noticed a few of the Legacy guys from his football team as they sat down at a
nearby table. A few of his teammates still pretended he didn’t exist, and at least one of them
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joined Harrison’s Legacy League, but the rest had come around. Beau caught the eye of the
backup quarterback and waved, and they all sort of smiled and nodded at him. Beau turned back
to find Cam and Peter staring at him.
“What?”
“The problem, Mr. Dannon,” Peter Maximilien said, “is that you get along with
everyone.”
“I’m sorry,” Beau said, “how is that a problem?”
Cam and Peter Maximilien exchanged a look.
“What we mean,” Cam said, “is that getting along with everyone isn’t always a good
thing.” He took a sip from his mug of hot chocolate. “It's like my dad always tells me any time
he has to miss my birthday: Stop trying to like people. The least likable people are the ones who
like everyone.”
Beau and Peter Maximilien stared at him.
“I sometimes wonder how you survived childhood,” Beau said.
“Why is everyone always saying that!?”
Their Montagnards all buzzed, indicating that it was time to return the cleaning supplies
before the end of class. Peter’s eyes glazed over for a moment, and Beau knew he was
communicating with someone in the Cloud.
Since Josephine’s initial test, Peter Maximilien had modified the Montagnards to make it
easier to interact with the outside world from inside the Cloud. Beau still had trouble
concentrating while in there, and he was often unable to tell if his thoughts were actually his, or
just a suggestion from the thoughts of the majority. In a way, it was odd that Peter Maximilien
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had created something like the Cloud - it seemed designed to force compromise at even the most
basic level. That, and to neutralize the effects of LaFaye’s kill switch.
The last week before the official launch, they had tested the Montagnards’ susceptibility
to overload and infiltration. Each time, the Montagnards held up. When plugged in, you could
communicate with anyone else on the network, but only those people you authorized could ever
see or hear that communication. Even if LaFaye somehow managed to hack into the new
mainframe, he would not be able to control anyone who was in The Cloud. When you were in
the Cloud, the only thing that could control you was the will of the majority. Beau still wasn’t
too crazy about that, but the LaFaye-proofing alone was reason to support The Cloud, and the
Montagnards that gave them access to it.
The bell sounded, signaling the end of their shift. Beau checked his PR after returning
his broom. Fifty-eight and climbing. He hung up his overalls and grabbed another LemonCress
on his way out of the caf. The one drink rule had grown a lot more lax since the start of the
revolution. He held the door open for Cam and Peter Maximilien and they made their way to
Central Broadcasting.
They jumped back into their conversation from earlier as if they’d never stopped talking.
It was one of the only skills Beau picked up through Occupational Enrichment. Sometimes there
were breaks of twenty, thirty minutes, depending on the job they had to do. Whenever they got
close enough to talk again, they picked right up where they left off.
“Listen,” Beau said, “I don't know about you two, but I didn't come here to start a
revolution.”
"Why not?" Cam asked.
"That was rather short-sighted of you," Peter Maximilien said.
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“I just don’t understand why we can’t all work together,” Beau said. “We all have to
share the same school. Why can’t we compromise a little so everyone’s happy?”
Peter Maximilien shuddered as if Beau had suggested wrestling instead of compromising.
“Everyone will never be happy,” Cam said. “The best we can do is try to make ourselves
happy.”
“Is that another Dad-ism?” Beau asked.
“You know it.”
“The issue is not about happiness,” Peter Maximilien said. “We are not the Committee of
Campus Happiness. We are the Committee of Campus Safety. And anyone who refuses to wear
a Montagnard is compromising the safety of the revolution and the school.”
“In that order?” Beau asked.
“Precisely.”
When they got to Broadcasting, it appeared that Dr. John-Paul and Harrison were
engaged in a variation of the same discussion. Beau motioned for the others to stop and they
stood outside the door to listen.
“Because it’s tyrannical, Manny,” Harrison said. “I’m sorry, but that’s what it is. I
know it’s not you – you just designed the things – but it’s tyranny and we’re not gonna stand for
it.”
“Harrison,” Dr. John-Paul said, and Beau could hear the smile in his voice. “Harrison.
Let’s not be dramatic.”
“Don’t patronize me, Manny. I think I’ve known you long enough to deserve that. Say
what you want but, damnit, don’t patronize me.”
“You’re right, Harrison. I’m sorry. It’s just that at the end of the day, what you’re
protesting is the result of a democratic election. The measure was passed. The new IDs were
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adopted. And you’re trying to stand in the way of that. It’s one thing for you to object to
wearing one yourself, but you’ve forbidden the rest of your club to wear them and you’re trying
to get me or the Chancellor or whoever will listen to you to overturn the results of what was,
once again, a democratic election. I’m not trying to patronize you, Harrison, but by definition,
that is tyranny. Having to go along with something you dislike or disagree with because other
people think it’s a good idea? That’s just democracy in action.”
“Manny, listen, I hear what you’re saying, all right? I do. I don’t like it but I hear you.
But what I’m saying is, it wouldn’t be tyranny to veto it because this isn’t a democracy. At worst
it’s a, wuddoyacallit, a constitutional monarchy. Right?”
“A constitutional monarchy?” Beau whispered. “Who is this guy?”
Cam chuckled and rolled his eyes, but Peter Maximilien was not smiling at all.
Harrison wasn’t finished. “You give these kids a scholarship and you let ‘em vote and
it’s all good fun, but at the end of the day they don’t have any power at all. You have power and
Bailey and LaFaye have power and the faculty have a little power, the Board of Trustees has
power and the donors and grant-writers and the damned CEO have power. And while it might
not be much, we the kids of those donors and board members and CEOs have a little bit of
power, too. But that rabble out there forming mobs and shouting threats and trying to riot when
they don’t get their way? They only think they have power because you let them think that. I
don’t mean just you, Manny. I know you’re cool. But Bailey just stands there with his thumb up
his fat–” he started laughing at this “–shut up, you know what I mean. And he goes and fires the
guards and ties both of LaFaye’s arms behind his back so he can’t do anything either. No
wonder they think they have power!
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“I said it right from the beginning, it was bad enough having a few of them here, but
when you let in as many of those thugs and drug dealers and all the rest, you let in as many of
them as you do paying students? What do you think is going to happen? It’s going to make the
entire school less safe, we have to lower our standards and decrease the value of our education,
and for what? For them to take a dump on everything we stand for? For them to fight and
disrupt and protest every decision they don’t like until Bailey caves and gives them what they
want like the spineless shit he is? And now the one time, the one time that us good, respectable,
tuition-paying students protest a decision, we’re told we’re violating some bullshit constitution
Bailey only passed because a guard – one lone, single guard – punched a Schol. Don’t get me
wrong, that was ridiculous. He deserved to be fired, and maybe some of the others did, too. But
now it seems like the entire school lost all sense of perspective.
“Manny, come on. You know I’m right here. Or even if you don’t, shit, Manny. It’s
me. My family’s name and money is on half of this campus. I could have made a few phone
calls to get this overturned. I could have organized a protest like those minimum wage assholes.
But I came to you and talked to you like the civilized people we are. Because I respect you, and
I respect this school, and I’m not about to see it burned to the ground to please the unwashed
masses.”
Beau and Cam each jumped about a foot in the air when Josephine placed her hands on
their shoulders.
“Jesus, Josephine,” Beau hissed. “We’re kind of in the middle of something!”
“I can see that,” she said with the hint of a smile. “Who are we spying on today?”
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“Mr. du Pont has taken it upon himself to educate Dr. John-Paul on the habits, hygiene,
and questionable moral fiber of the scholarship students at this school,” Peter Maximilien said
quietly. His face was the shade of pale it got when he was about to lose it.
“Oh yeah?” Josephine said. “How’s that going?”
“Bout as well as you’d think,” Cam said.
“Harrison just finished talking himself out, but we didn’t get to hear Manny’s response
because someone interrupted us.”
“Aw,” Josephine said. “Poor sensitive babies. Go back and listen and I’m sure you’ll
still hear something.”
Beau waved her away, then leaned in close again to listen.
“You know what I’m saying?” Harrison asked
“I think you made your position pretty clear.”
“So? Now what?”
“Well,” Dr. John-Paul said again. “For starters, I came here as one of those unwashed
minimum wage assholes twenty-odd years ago, and it was my belief in the power of each student
and the dignity this institution shows to them that pushed me to succeed and got me where I am
today.”
“Zing,” Cam said.
“Manny,” Harrison said, “come on.”
“That said, I agree that the situation was very different then. The scholarship students
were outnumbered five or six to one, and we used more…conventional methods of organization
and protest.”
“You showed some respect. That’s all I’m saying.”
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“I suppose we did. I’m still not sure which way will prove to be better in the long run,
but I guess it worked out well enough for most of us.”
“That’s all I’m saying.”
“Now. As to your specific concern about the new IDs.”
“It’s bullshit, Manny, and you know it.”
“Would you mind explaining why exactly you oppose them? Having played a fairly
sizeable role in their design, I can confirm that they are an upgrade over the former model in
almost every conceivable way.”
“Yeah, sure,” Harrison said. “Almost. But you and I both know what’s wrong with
them.”
“I’m sorry,” Manny said, “but I have to admit I don’t.”
“It’s the two things I know for a fact you didn’t design. For a fact.”
“Ah.”
“You see where I’m going with this?”
“I believe I do.”
“Tell me you came up with that stupidass name. Go ahead. Tell me.”
Beau felt Peter Maximilien stiffen even further, a feat he had not imagined possible. His
hands, already clenched into fists, started shaking.
“I…weighed in on it,” Dr. John-Paul said.
“Not enough, evidently. That’s the stupidest name anything has ever been named in the
history of this school. You know it, I know it, everyone knows it. Go ahead. Tell me I’m
wrong.”
“Harrison.”
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“Tell me I’m wrong.”
“I’m not going to tell you you’re wrong, but that’s hardly a reason to be protesting this
much. Who cares what it’s called? You can wear it straight through to graduation without ever
saying its name once.”
“That’s not the only reason, Manny. You know it isn’t. But I couldn’t leave here without
putting it out there, without finally saying out loud to someone who matters, what the entire
school thinks of that stupid name.”
With that, Peter Maximilien surged toward the door. Beau was barely able to yank him
back before he pushed it open.
“Let go of me, Beau,” Peter Maximilien murmured.
“Not yet,” Beau said. “I want to hear what he’s saying.”
“Harrison,” Dr. John-Paul said, “I’m not going to tell you you’re wrong–”
“Because you can’t. Because I’m not.”
“–but you know I’m not even going to consider overruling the vote and recalling all the
IDs that already went out just because you disagree with the name.”
“Beau,” Peter Maximilien said, even quieter than before. “Let. Go. Of. Me.”
“Hold on!”
“It’s not just me, Manny,” Harrison said. “It’s everyone. Everyone hates the name!”
Then Catherine walked up. She folded her arms across her chest and surveyed the scene.
Beau smiled sheepishly at her and waved as best he could with part of a hand.
“Should I be jealous?” she asked. Josephine snorted.
“We’re spying on Harrison,” Cam said in a stage whisper. “He’s educating Manny on
what bums us Schols are.”
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“Oh yeah? I wonder if it’s anything like the pitch he tried to give me yesterday. Legacy
solidarity and all that.”
“Mr. Dannon,” Peter Maximilien said in little more than a whisper. Somehow he got
more intimidating the quieter he spoke. “I’m not going to ask you again. Remove your arms at
once.”
“Fine!”
“Well,” Harrison was saying, “the next thing should be just as obvious. It’s the stupid-”
But then Peter Maximilien was through the door, with the others trailing closely behind
him.
“Speak of the Devil,” Harrison said.
“And he doth appear,” Peter Maximilien murmured. They glared at each other until
Harrison looked away and started pacing.
“Whatever,” Harrison muttered. “Are we going to meet or what?”
“What must we do,” Peter Maximilien said, “before you acknowledge this as a meeting?”
Harrison stalked over to the conference table.
“Careful,” Dr. John-Paul whispered in mock concern, “Harrison was just telling me how
important and powerful he is.”
“I know,” Peter said.
“I know you know,” Dr. John-Paul said. He tapped his Montagnard and winked.
When they were all seated at the table, Dr. John-Paul said, “All right. Who wants to
begin?”
“I have a couple of matters I’d like to discuss before the next Senate,” Peter Maximilien
said.
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“So do I,” Harrison said.
“And I’m happy not to discuss any of these matters ever again,” Cam said.
“Well that’s two votes for and one against,” Dr. John-Paul said. “Looks like you’re
outvoted.”
“Every time,” Cam said.
“I believe,” Peter Maximilien said, “that the most pressing issue concerns what to do with
those dissenters who still refuse to upgrade their IDs.”
“That’s funny,” Harrison said. “That’s really funny. I believe the ‘most pressing issue’
is these stupidass IDs themselves.”
“Harrison,” Dr. John-Paul said. “Remember we agreed upon respectful discourse.”
“Sorry. Asinine IDs.”
Dr. John-Paul shook his head.
“This issue of dissenters,” Peter Maximilien said, “presents a serious threat to the safety
of this institution–”
“Oh, does it?” Harrison said.
“–the protection of which, I understand, is the primary purpose of this body.” Peter
Maximilien looked slowly around the table at each of them. “I therefore motion to extend them a
further forty-eight hours notice, after which anyone seen without a Montagnard shall be labeled
a threat to the integrity of the school and an enemy of the Revolution and punished accordingly.”
“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Harrison said. “‘Enemy of the revolution?’ What
revolution? You’re out of your damned mind.”
“I assure you I’m not,” Peter said.
“Respectful discourse,” Dr. John-Paul said.
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“I’ve got a motion for you,” Harrison said. “I move to label anyone without proper class
identification as a threat to the school and an enemy to the student body, and punish them for it.”
“There it is,” Josephine said. “No matter how they wrap it up, it always comes back to
elitism. That’s the only reason you’ve been opposing the Montagnards this whole time.”
“Class pride and proper identification are core principles of this school. I move-”
“Uggghhhh,” Cam loudly sighed. Harrison glared at him.
“I move,” Harrison said again, “to make any violation of this a top-level offense.”
“Well,” Peter Maximilien said, “as the student body of this school proposed and
overwhelmingly approved the institution of a single-class system, it would actually be those
students wearing the old divisive IDs instead of the new egalitarian ones who would be in
violation. I move to make any threat to the institution, student body, or Revolution a top-level
offense.”
“Ugggggghhhhh,” Cam sighed again, louder this time. He collapsed dramatically onto
Beau’s shoulder, who laughed and shoved him away.
“Gentlemen,” Dr. John-Paul said in his warning voice. Act like respectable, mature
young adults or excuse yourselves from this meeting.”
“I’m sorry, Manny,” Beau said, “but I don’t think we’re being any more ridiculous than
these two. Labeling people as top-level offenders because of some ambiguous threat they may or
may not preset to the school or the ‘Revolution?’ It just sounds like a way to punish people for
having different opinions.”
“Exactly!”
Much to their surprise, Catherine, Josephine, Peter Maximilien, and Harrison all said this
at the same time.
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“And that’s my point,” Beau said.
“Let’s put it to a vote,” Harrison said. He looked at Beau with some approximation of
respect.
“I’m not saying I agree with you, either,” Beau said. “You’re both being ridiculous.”
Manny sighed and rubbed his temples with his thumbs. “You can vote all you want, but
we’re not revoking the new IDs.”
“Let’s just see how it turns out,” Harrison said. “I move to recognize the negligence or
refusal to wear proper class identification as a top-level offense.”
“All right,” Manny said. “All in favor?” Only Harrison raised his hand. “All opposed?”
Peter and Josephine raised their hands. “Am I to understand that one half of this committee is
choosing to abstain?”
“I think so,” Cam said. Beau and Catherine nodded.
“Fair enough. The motion is defeated. Next, Peter. Go ahead.”
“I move to label any student who, through open refusal or repeated negligence, fails to
properly utilize and display their Montagnards as a threat to the campus safety and an enemy of
the Revolution.”
“Fine,” Manny said. “All in favor?” Josephine and Peter raised their hands. “All
opposed?” Harrison raised his, but at the last minute Catherine joined him.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “An abstention here is basically a vote in favor.”
“And do the other two abstain?”
Beau nodded. Cam looked around the circle at everyone. He shrugged.
“Fine,” he said. “I agree this language is ridiculous and dramatic and it can’t just be
twisted around to refer to anyone.”
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“But?” Josephine said.
“But I also agree that these IDs are more egalitarian than the alternative, and over sixty
percent of the school voted to use them, so we need to at least try to enforce that.”
“Cam,” Catherine said, “think about what you’re saying.”
“I did, actually. I do think every once in a while. And I don’t see any reason to delay
updating the IDs. If the roles were reversed, Harrison and his crew would absolutely enforce it.
And they’d be right, if that’s what the majority wanted. We put it to a vote and the new IDs won
and so that’s that. We shouldn’t even be having this conversation. If you need the authority to
enforce something that was already passed, go ahead.” Cam kissed his fingertips. “With my
blessing.” He pressed his fingers to Peter Maximilien’s forehead until Peter pulled away.
Manny stared at Cam and shook his head.
“You are one strange little kid,” Manny said.
“Thanks, boss.”
“Well, there it is,” Manny said. “Once again, the people have spoken, and the
Montagnards are the official ID of Paris Valley Prep. Failure to comply is now a punishable
offense.”
“Lovely,” Harrison said, standing from the table. “Well, consider this my formal
resignation from this ever so prestigious body. The next time you hear from me, I’ll be with my
father and a team of lawyers. I don’t know what other laws you might be breaking, but I know
damned well that this infringes on my freedom of speech. Enjoy it while it lasts.” He flung open
the door and tried to slam it shut behind him. It was on a delay, which kept the door moving shut
at the same steady pace no matter how hard Harrison pulled. He finally gave up and kicked it,
swore, and hobbled away.
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“I guess I’d better go tend to that,” Manny said. He sounded very tired. “You can carry
on without me. It doesn't seem like we’re in the mood for substantive debate today, anyway.”
He followed Harrison out the door.
“Well,” Beau said to Peter, “I’ve got to hand it to you. Your motion was pretty
ridiculous, but at least it succeeded in getting rid of Harrison.”
“For now,” Peter Maximilien said.
“But if he makes good on that threat,” Josephine said, “it could undo all of the progress
we’ve made.”
“He’s not going to do anything,” Beau said. “He just likes to hear himself talk.”
“Maybe,” Josephine said, “but that’s not a risk I’m willing to take.”
“Catherine, you know him better than we do,” Beau said. “Has he ever followed through
on anything he…” He trailed off when he noticed Catherine’s face. She stared at her hands on
the tabletop, and Beau couldn’t tell if she was about to cry or throw something. Or both.
“Hey,” Beau said. He reached out to cup her hands in his, but she did not respond. “Hey,
what’s wrong?”
“I don’t know that I agree with this,” Catherine said quietly. “First you pass a motion
that casually refers to our fellow students as threats and enemies just because they want to make
some stupid point about self-expression–”
“It’s about more than that,” Josephine said. “They’re elitist obstructionists.”
“And suddenly that’s a crime?” Catherine said. “ I agree that they’re in the wrong, but
they also aren’t hurting anything more than our pride. I don’t like the language we’re using, and
I really don’t like the path we’re going down. You all claim to be students of history, so you
should see the same red flags I’m seeing right now with this type of…of extremist behavior.”
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“Hey,” Cam said, “don’t lump me in with this nerd posse. I’ve never read a history book
in my life.”
“We couldn’t tell,” Beau said.
“I’m serious,” Catherine said. “And now you want to rush some more legislation through
to restrict people's’ rights to express their disagreement? We got rid of Harrison, which is no
small accomplishment, and I bet you most of those dissenters will upgrade their IDs on their own
now. We don’t need to punish them. We made our point, now let’s quit while we’re ahead.”
Beau squeezed her hand and this time she squeezed back. Peter Maximilien studied her
intently.
“I think maybe Catherine’s right,” Beau said. “This isn’t something we need to decide
now. Let’s announce the motion we already passed and see what happens.”
“Listen,” Josephine said. “There’s a very real possibility that an angry, spoiled rich kid is
on his way to shut us all down. Even if you don’t want to announce the punishment yet, can we
at least discuss some options so we’re ready if and when the time comes?”
Beau looked at Catherine. “That seems fair,” he said.
“Sure,” Catherine said. “OK.”
“Great,” Josephine said. “Peter, is there any way we can do something with The Cloud to
keep them from doing any serious damage?”
“Wait,” Beau said, “The Cloud? What would we do – threaten to reveal embarrassing
information about them? I’m not really comfortable with that.”
“I was thinking more like…” Josephine made little loops in the air with her hand as she
tried to come up with the words. “Like, you know, behavior…modification.”
“That’s theoretically possible, yes,” Peter said.
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“Do you hear yourselves?” Catherine said. “Behavior modification?”
“That’s like an ‘Occupational Enrichment’ way of sugarcoating something awful,” Beau
said. “You’re starting to sound like LaFaye and everything else about the school we’ve spent the
past five months trying to fix.”
“Fine,” Josephine said. “Call it what it is.”
Peter Maximilien said “mind control,” at the same time Catherine said “mild torture.”
For a moment nobody spoke.
“Woah,” Catherine said. “You guys went a lot darker with that than I did.”
“I don’t necessarily agree,” Peter Maximilien said.
“Either way,” Catherine said, “can we all agree that we’ve hit a dead end and we can
continue this discussion later?”
“Fine, whatever,” Josephine said. “Take some time to get desensitized to the idea. We
can talk about it next time.”
“I’m not sure that’s funny,” Catherine said.
“I’m not sure I was joking,” Josephine said.
“Perhaps,” Peter Maximilien said, “we can institute a temporary measure to ensure that
the Revolution isn’t in immediate danger until we can meet again?”
“P-Max,” Cam said, “you know I love you, but you’re starting to talk about the
revolution like it’s a person.” Peter just stared at him.
“Aaaand I guess you already knew that,” Cam said.
“We could revoke the physical and electronic off-campus privileges of anyone who has
not yet upgraded to the Montagnards,” Peter said.
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“Meaning what?” Beau asked. “They can’t leave or communicate with anyone off
campus?”
“Precisely.”
“If we’re allowed to do that and it’s only temporary, I guess go for it.” Beau started
packing up his satchel to leave. “I’ve got to get to Occupational Enrichment. Meet again
Thursday morning?”

The Escape

Beau finished his morning smoothie and rubbed his red eyes. He hadn’t gotten more than
six hours of sleep any night since he returned from break, and for the past week he’d only
managed about four. For an early-to-bed, early-to-riser used to a solid nine hours a night, that
was pretty brutal. He tapped the screen of his watch. His PR was sixty two and he hadn’t seen a
negative News Horoscope story about himself in three days. Looking good.
His calendar was another story. CCS meeting this morning, solid block of class and
Occupational Enrichment until dinner, a couple of hours for homework, and then try to clean up
the room a bit before Catherine came over to watch a movie that night. Beau glanced around the
room. As usual, cleaning would entail finding a temporary place to stuff all of the discarded
clothes Cam had scattered all over the floor. Beau did a load of laundry every Sunday, in part
because he only had ten changes of clothes including his school uniform. But Cam appeared to
have more dirty clothes stuffed under his bed alone than Beau had ever owned in his entire life.
Cam was still in that bed after snoozing through both his internal and external alarms. He
groaned and cursed when Beau turned on the light.
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“Morning, sunshine!” Beau said, smiling broadly. Cam hurled his pillow across the room
by way of response. Beau chuckled and hopped in the shower, and within fifteen minutes they
were headed up to Campus Broadcasting. The sun was just rising over the hills in the distance,
and the air was cold with February. Cam shivered to the point of convulsing, wrapping his arms
tight around his chest.
Catherine and Josephine were already in Campus Broadcasting when Beau and Cam
arrived. Catherine sat at the long wooden desk on the news set, and Josephine sat at Catherine's
usual SmarTop desk near Dr. John-Paul’s podium, facing away from her. They both looked up
when Beau opened the door.
“Hey, keep it down in there!” Cam shouted. “This is a committee meeting, not social
hour.” Neither Catherine nor Josephine said anything. “You can laugh,” Cam said. “It’s funny
because you hate each other.”
“I think they got that, bud,” Beau said.
They all sat down together at the conference table. Beau leaned over to kiss Catherine on
the cheek before sitting next to her. He saw Josephine and Cam making fun of him out of the
corner of his eye.
“Slow down there, lover boy,” Cam said. “That makeup’s got to last another twelve
hours before you can suck it off her face.”
Beau slowly eased into his chair as if he hadn’t heard, then suddenly kicked out his leg to
send Cam’s chair spiraling out away from the table.
“You boys,” Catherine said.
Beau pretended to watch one of the television monitors while studying Josephine’s
reaction, trying to judge her mood. She seemed to almost smile today.
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“I didn’t get up for this,” Cam said, collapsing dramatically onto the tabletop. “I don’t
know how I’m even awake right now.”
“Liquids, B-vitamins, and a ton of adrenaline,” Beau said. “I mean. For me anyway.”
“Well at least I know three things that aren’t doing it,” Cam said. “Although I have been
drinking a lot of coffee. I’ve had…” he checked his watch “…three and a half servings so far
this morning.”
“You’ve only been awake for twenty minutes!” Beau said.
Cam shrugged. “Where the hell is P-Max? I need to channel my delirious energy into
some hard-core legislation.”
“That’s the spirit,” Beau said.
“In the meantime I need to go channel three cups of coffee into a toilet,” Cam leapt up
and headed for the back door. “Is that TMI? I can’t even tell anymore!”
“When in doubt, assume you crossed the line,” Catherine said.
Josephine stared off with a blank expression for a moment. “That was Max,” she said.
“He just finished the last form needed to authorize punishing everyone who hasn’t upgraded their
ID by the end of the day tomorrow. Should be here any minute.”
Catherine shot Beau a look and he shrugged.
“He knows we’re plugged in,” Catherine said. “He could have thought that to all of us.”
“Maybe there was something more that she didn’t repeat,” Beau said with a sly smile.
Josephine set her travel mug down on the tabletop a little too forcefully. Her cheeks
flushed red, and Beau felt his doing the same. He took a sip from his LemonCress.
Peter Maximilien hurried into the room, smiling broadly. “Good news. Just got the final
approval needed to-”
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“We heard,” Beau said. He gestured toward Josephine and tapped the side of his head.
“Right, well. All set then.”
“Macro P!” Cam shouted as he came through the door. “How’s it swiping my SMFF?”
“SMFF?” Beau asked.
“Social Media Friend Forever,” Cam said. “I know, so first grade. Cut me some slack,
Bo-Jack.”
“Just to clarify,” Catherine said, “you didn’t get approval for mind control, right?” She
laughed a bit more hesitantly than such a suggestion would normally warrant.
“I didn’t mention that specifically, no,” Peter Maximilien said. “That didn’t
seem…prudent.”
“Or you know,” Catherine said. “Ethical.”
“Or sane,” Beau said.
“Or remotely democratic.”
“Ooh, are we doing this?” Cam sat on his knees and leaned over the back of his chair.
“Or lactose intolerant. No, polyester. No, wait. What’s the context? I wasn’t listening.”
“The point,” Peter Maximilien said, “is that we are now authorized to use any reasonable
means to enforce compliance of our safety initiatives.”
“Reasonable being the key word,” Catherine said.
“Let’s vote and see what’s reasonable,” Josephine said.
Catherine sighed loudly. “Here we go again. Just because something passes by a small
majority of a five-person panel doesn’t automatically mean it’s reasonable.”
“We were elected to represent the interests of more than two thousand people,” Peter
Maximilien said. “Our votes count for more than ourselves.”
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“Yes,” Catherine said, “but we have to represent all of those people, even those who
didn’t vote for us.”
“It is our responsibility to represent the will of the majority.”
“The majority isn’t always right!”
“Maybe let’s discuss our options instead of arguing with each other?” Beau said. He
tried to rub Catherine’s back but she pulled away from him.
“Don’t try to compromise me,” she said.
“I’m…not sure that’s grammatically correct.”
“It isn’t,” Josephine said.
“Forget about my grammar!” Catherine said. “My point is that the majority isn’t always
politically correct, and my opinion hasn’t changed from a few days ago. Everyone has a right
the express their own opinion, much less think it. I don’t care what percentage of the school
disagrees with me.”
“What if that person’s opinion, if stated, could significantly restrict the rights of hundreds
of other people?” Peter Maximilien asked.
“Then you find a way to comprise,” Beau said.
“Of course.” Cam smiled and rolled his eyes.
“You all act like it’s a bad word,” Beau said.
“There’s a time and a place,” Josephine said.
“What we’re really debating,” Peter Maximilien said. “is whose rights are more valuable
– those of an individual restricting the rights of the people to better himself, or those of the
people restricting the rights of the individual to free themselves?”
“We’re going in circles,” Catherine said.
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“What else is new?” Cam muttered.
“I don’t think this is the sort of thing that can be argued in hypotheticals,” Beau said,
“because to approve it hypothetically gives us the justification to overuse it. We can think about
this logically all we want, but if it ever happened for real, we couldn’t approach this like a
philosophical puzzle.”
“Why not?” Peter Maximilien asked.
“Because it’s an emotional, moral, ethical question more than a logical one. Once that
hypothetical person becomes a real person, well…Let’s just hope it’s never up to us to decide.”
“If we ever had to actually make this decision,” Peter Maximilien said, “emotion would
have no place in the discussion.”
“Says the guy who maybe had an emotion once, to analyze what it was like,” Cam said.
“What we’re talking about,” Beau said, “is using this technology to restrict someone’s
freedom of thought. It’s a freedom no one outside of a dystopic novel has ever successfully
restricted before, and we now theoretically have the power to do it. Should we?”
“No,” Catherine said. “Absolutely not. You put that perfectly, Beau – we’re not talking
about punishment anymore. We’re talking about freedom of thought. How can the same people
who condemn LaFaye on the suspicion of possibly restricting freedom of movement condone the
restriction of a far more basic and intimate and important freedom? We can’t. And that’s that.”
“Here’s the thing,” Josephine said. “Believe it or not, I don’t disagree with you on most
of that. I just think there could be a scenario in which the ends justify the means, in which the
good of the many outweighs the good of the few. And most importantly, this isn’t permanent.
We aren’t debating putting them in The Cloud forever, are we? We’re debating whether there
could ever be a scenario where someone deserves to be put in The Cloud period. And I would
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say yes, absolutely. Maybe it’s not Harrison, who talks big but probably isn’t a real threat. But
if someone has done something that will hurt or destroy the Revolution, or otherwise restrict the
rights of a multitude of people? Yeah. I absolutely think we would be justified in putting that
person in The Cloud.”
They contemplated the silence for a while, then everyone directed their focus to Peter
Maximilien.
“I’ve made my position clear enough, and I see no benefit to restating it. We can debate
the specifics of when these actions are warranted, but I have already made the case for if. Yes.
Of course they can. Yes.”
“I can’t believe we’re even discussing this,” Catherine said. “We just invented this
amazing, life-changing technology that allows people to come together and communicate in
ways most people never thought possible, and we’re talking about how to turn it into a weapon.”
“Fair point,” Beau said.
“We didn’t invent anything,” Peter Maximilien said quietly.
“Fairer point,” Josephine said.
Beau shook his head. “How about we table this for a second?” he said. “Whether or not
we ever hypothetically or practically approve what amounts to mind control, can we agree now
that we’d need a unanimous decision before we do anything like this? No matter the
circumstance. We haven’t even mentioned due process of the law. It doesn’t sound like we’re
offering an impartial judge or jury, or even legal council. …As I’m saying this I’m realizing
how many more reasons there are not to do this. But the least we can do is offer them a
unanimous decision. If even one of us disagrees, we find another punishment. All right?”
“Of course,” Catherine said.
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“I think that’s fair,” Cam said.
“Well then our votes don’t matter, do they?” Josephine said. “You’ve already got a
majority.”
“I’d like to see how you vote on this, if you don’t mind,” Beau said. “I dunno…it might
help us make our decisions later.”
“Mr. Dannon,” Peter Maximilien said. “That was…surprisingly articulate.”
“Aww, Peter,” Beau said. “Is that your version of a compliment?”
“Take it as you will. I agree that this would be the most difficult and substantial decision
of our lives, and it would impact another person in a way none of us can fully imagine.”
“I’ve been in there,” Josephine said. “It’s not that bad.”
“Boarding a ship isn’t intrinsically bad either,” Peter Maximilien said, “as long as you’re
not in chains.”
“All right, fair enough.”
“In order to make a decision of this magnitude, I agree with Beau – all voting parties
must be in agreement.”
“Fine,” Josephine said. “I guess when you mention the whole due process thing. I hadn’t
thought about that. Although I will say this – you’re asking to know my vote on this even
though it doesn’t matter. In exchange I want to know your vote on mind control. No
abstentions. Deal?”
“Yeah, I guess,” Beau said.
“All right. Then yeah, I agree. Unanimous decision. Back to the original vote.”
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“Whew,” Cam said. “That’s a weight off. As long as I know it wouldn’t be solely on me
to banish someone to mindlessness, then sure. I can agree to it, hypothetically. I can see a
situation where it would be warranted.”
“Beau?” Catherine said quietly. She looked ready to cry.
“I stand by my original decision,” Beau said. “I still think it’s the only fair way of
looking at it. But if I have to choose…” he looked at Catherine again, winced, and looked away.
“…If I have to choose, I would agree that yes, there could theoretically be a situation in which
mind control was the only viable alternative.”
Catherine crumpled into her seat. Beau moved quickly over to rub her shoulders.
“Hey,” he said. “Hey, it’s OK. It’s just a hypothetical. You’re acting like I voted to
mind control you.”
“You might as well have,” she said. She twisted away from him and buried her head in
her arms on the table top. “You opened the door for all of us to be mind controlled.”
“As long as the technology exists, the door’s already open,” Beau said. “At least we
established enough safeguards to ensure it won’t be done carelessly. If you ever disagree, it
won’t happen.” He reached out to her, but she stood up and moved away from him.
“I have to go,” she said. “I can’t. I’m sorry. I have to go.”
She ran out of the room.
“What? Catherine! Hey, can we at least talk about this?” He moved to follow her, but
Dr. John-Paul chose that moment to enter from the other side of the room.
“Hey!” Dr. John-Paul said cheerfully. “Who’s ready to read the news?”
Beau came back and slumped into a chair at the conference table. Dr. John-Paul walked
over to join them and surveyed them with bemusement.
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“How is it 8:15 already?” Cam mumbled into his sleeve, his cheek pressed against the
cool glass of the tabletop.
“What happened to you guys?” he asked. “Rough night?”
“Rough everything,” Beau muttered.
“Just what I like to hear from the face of PVP.” Dr. John-Paul patted Beau on the back
and walked into his office. “Well, half of the face,” he said over his shoulder. “Where is that
better half, anyway?”
“She’s, uh, not feeling too great,” Beau said. “Might not make it.”
“Well she clearly got into whatever it is that leveled the rest of you.” Dr. John-Paul came
back out of his office with a box of donuts, which he threw lightly onto the table. “There, cheer
up. I’m not allowed to offer you hair of the dog–” he studied them more closely “–nor would I
want to guess the type of dog that bit you…you are a sorry lot today, aren’t you? Except for you,
Mr. Maximilien. Your poker face never takes a day off. Anyway, I can’t give you any of the fun
stuff, but those are the next best thing. Espresso crème filling, chocolate on top, as much
caffeine as two cups of coffee, all compliments of the Chancellor’s personal baker.”
“He has a personal baker?” Josephine said. That time Beau had no trouble distinguishing
the judgment in her voice.
“Yes, Miss Lee, he has a personal baker. And you have a personal homeroom that is not
my studio. Grab yourself a donut and skedaddle.”
Josephine left, and they spent the next twenty-five minutes prepping for the news. Beau
felt awful, like he’d somehow betrayed Catherine by expressing his beliefs. He wanted to call
her, but he knew she wouldn’t answer. All over some hypothetical scenario that hopefully
wouldn’t ever happen.
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“All right,” Dr. John-Paul said at 8:40, “that’s as good as it’s going to get. Let’s hit
places and try to run the intros and outros once before we roll.”
Beau sat down and tried his best to collect himself. He slapped himself on the cheeks a
few times before a makeup artist ran over and stopped him.
“Let’s keep it together, Beau,” Dr. John-Paul said. “At least for ten minutes. Can you
give me ten?” Beau smiled weakly and nodded. He realized that Dr. John-Paul always called
him by his first name, but he called everyone else by their last names. Did this mean he was one
of Manny’s favorites, or just that he had a less interesting last name than first? Before he could
give that too much more thought, every screen in the room, from the widest of monitors to the
relatively small faces of their watches, started flashing, vibrating, and otherwise demanding their
attention.
“Of course,” Dr. John-Paul muttered. “Two minutes til broadcast and now the world
decides to have the story of the…”
“Century?” Beau suggested. It was as if he hadn’t spoken. Dr. John-Paul hurried into his
office. Cam and Peter Maximilien stood open-mouthed in front of the nearest screen. Reading.
This got Beau’s attention, and he realized he had a backlog of over a dozen thought-messages
waiting for him. He imagined the first one open. It was from Josephine, and as usual it started
in the middle of a sentence.
you know anything about this? Must have happened in the last hour or so. Almost as if
he knew we spent the morning talking about it and wanted to give us a reason to test it out. I
assume you’re already reporting this, but my homeroom teacher didn’t even bother to turn the
TV on. Call me or message me or whatever. Think me. I need to know what’s going on!!!
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Also in typical Josephine fashion, Beau knew no more about what was going on after
reading her message than he had before. The next one was from the student lieutenant in charge
of North Campus that morning.
Not sure if anyone told you, sir, but Bailey is missing. He can’t be gone long. Last clear
security footage is from 07:45, but we have a shot of someone that might be him talking to a
blonde female in his garden at 08:22. Both clips are attached, will update when able.
What in the hell? Beau looked over at Cam and Peter again, but both were clearly
focused on their own messages. Beau skimmed through the remaining ones and opened the first
message he received, sent at 8:25 from Duckworth, of all people. When he opened it he could
tell immediately Duckworth hadn’t written it. It was in his voice and came from his address, but
he sounded like Harrison. Or rather, he sounded like Duckworth reading Harrison’s words in a
terribly caricatured Harrison accent.
I don’t know what you ass clowns are up to, but I’m telling you right now I recorded
everything. Bet you didn’t know I could do that, did you? I can’t call or email or text or even
move around most of campus, but you can’t Scrabble, scramble my camera. This isn’t just going
to you. It’s going everywhere. My dad, the Board, the major news outlets. What, are you trying
to kioloop him? Even you can’t be that stupid, could you? Cad – Kild – Kaleidoscope? It’s
crossed out so many times I can’t see what it says. Kidnapping? Kidnapping the Chancellor in
broad daylight and smuggling him out in women’s clothes? I could tell it was him even before I
saw your girlfriend. Anyway, you’re busted. I can’t follow him, but it’s only a matter of time.
Beau paused the message. Catherine kidnapping Bailey? There was absolutely no
chance of her doing that, no matter how upset she had been earlier. What was Harrison up to?

205

Why am I contacting you, you may ask? Because aside from Catherine, you always
struck me as the least crazy one out of your whole crazy group. So let’s make a deal.
Unscramble me now, and I’ll make sure you aren’t expelled when my dad shuts this place down.
I’m sure you could still wind up with a nice career in middle management. And you know I’m
going to be able to leave here on my own soon enough. What do you say? I’ll know you
accepted my offer when I’m no longer scrambled. Otherwise I’ll make sure each and every one
of you are tried as adults. You have one hour.
Why are you giving him one hour? Where are you going to be if he takes two? He might
not even see this right away. OK.
You have two hours. Clock’s ticking.
Oh, and this was Harrison.
All right, I sent it. Now where’s this gouda you promised?
Beau closed his eyes tight and rubbed his forehead. It didn’t make sense. Why would
Harrison lie about something so easily verifiable? But if he really had seen Catherine and Bailey
together, it wouldn’t have been a kidnapping. What was she doing? He looked up to find Cam
and Peter Maximilien staring at him.
“What?” he said.
A group message popped up in his head. It only had one word.
Catherine.
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Chapter 12: Crimes and Retribution
IN WHICH OUR HERO fights one final battle for (and against) truth, justice, and the greater
good

The Arrest

Bailey’s entire escape, capture, and arrest took place in less than ten hours that Thursday, and
Catherine was arrested Friday morning. The CCS locked her in an unused classroom on the
oldest side of Main Hall, with pairs of student guards in rotating shifts outside her door. Bailey
was returned to his residence and placed under constant supervision, with ten of Peter’s most
trusted guards assigned to stop anyone and anything from getting in or out. This was, of course,
for the chancellor’s own protection, lest someone else try to kidnap him.
The Chancellor’s Manor was thoroughly searched, revealing terabytes of data on the
Revolution, his detailed opinions of everything that happened, and his still more detailed
suggestions for how to shut it down. These were copied in their entirety, edited for privacy, and
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then made available to every member of the CCS. They would debate when and how much to
reveal to the entire student body.
“In the meantime,” Peter said, staring stonily at the committee, “not a word of this can
get out to the public. Understood?”
Beau didn’t understand, but he had to pick his battles and this wasn’t one he needed to
fight. It didn’t matter, anyway. Somehow word leaked to the writers of the News Horoscope,
and within five days it was hard to find a story that didn’t contain some rumor or theory about
the chancellor. Bailey’s PR fell accordingly, from seventy-eight to twenty-nine, at the same time
the CCS’s rose from fifty-three to eighty-six. This quick movement was undoubtedly aided by
the fact that the News Horoscope was the only source of information available. All
communication into and out of campus was scrambled and all of the gates were locked and
guarded every hour of every day. Beau couldn’t prove it, but he’d bet anything that Peter
himself had leaked the story. His PR had climbed right along with the committee’s, while
Beau’s fell back under fifty.
If Beau’s trust in Peter suffered after the arrests, Josephine and Peter Maximilien were
even more suspicious of him. They still hadn’t said anything outright, but it was clear they
thought he was somehow involved in Catherine’s plan. Only Cam believed him immediately.
Beau didn’t realize how little Peter and Josephine trusted him until he tried to talk to
Catherine. They hadn’t actually told him no, but they “strongly discouraged it” if he wanted to
“maintain the appearance of innocence.” He felt like he was watching one of Harrison’s attack
ads leading up to the Committee elections. The words they said made sense on their own, but
when aimed at Beau they seemed no more grounded in reality than his leveling a librarian with a
diving tackle.
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On Monday morning, Beau decided to visit Catherine, anyway. The pair of student
guards outside her door refused to let him in. Beau had class with both of them, but they looked
at him like he was an outsider.
“You get that cleared?” one of them asked. Beau believed his name was Sebastian.
“Cleared with whom?” Beau asked. “I’m a member of the CCS!”
The guards eyed him suspiciously.
“Peter Maximilien said to keep her secured.”
“Am I a threat to security?” Beau demanded.
The guards were not paying attention. Both had the blank expressions of people
communicating in The Cloud. After a moment they looked at Beau and shook their heads.
“No go,” Sebastian said. “She said no one in or out.”
“She,” Beau murmured. “So both Peter and Josephine rank higher than me.”
Sebastian and the other guard stepped closer together, shoulder to shoulder, blocking the
door.
“Sorry, sir,” Sebastian said sarcastically. “We have our orders. Please step away.”
Beau felt something hot and dark bubbling deep inside him. From that same dark anger
came something else – the knowledge that he was stronger than both of these guys combined.
He could take them if he had to. This thought flashed through his mind and was quickly gone,
but the realization shocked him. He had never contemplated violence before. Beau’s hands
trembled and he pressed them against the sides of his legs to stop them. He took a deep breath
and slowly exhaled. The anger vanished, replaced by guilt and exhaustion. Punching these
guards wouldn’t solve anything. His fight wasn’t with them. Shoulders slumped, he slowly
walked away.
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Beau caught up to Peter Maximilien later that same day, after the evening news. He
noticed Peter sitting in Central Admin, behind what had been Chancellor Bailey’s desk. It
appeared as though he was using it as his own office now. Beau waited outside Main Hall for
Peter to lock up for the night, then intercepted him on his way out door.
“Hey, Peter,” Beau said, grabbing him by the arm. He did it lightly, but Peter shook him
off and looked at Beau as if he’d been slapped.
“Sorry,” Beau said. “Can we talk?”
“I have a meeting.” Peter smoothed down his jacket where Beau had grabbed him.
“There will be ample opportunity to talk.” He said all of this without looking at Beau.
“What meeting?” Beau said. “I don’t have anything scheduled.”
“With the student guards,” Peter said. He walked off in the direction of the Barracks.
“Your attendance was not required.”
“It’s about Catherine,” Beau said, moving swiftly to keep in stride. “Or I guess it’s really
about me. I tried to visit her this morning and I was told I did not have permission. Since when
am I on the restricted list?”
“Your connection to the accused is…problematic,” Peter Maximilien said. “We need to
ensure your innocence before we trust you with her.”
“My!” Beau said, a little too loudly. Two nearby student guards stared at him, and he
lowered his voice. “My innocence? What more can I do to prove it? Do you want to download
everything I said or did from my Montagnard? I have nothing to hide.”
Peter finally met his eye and stared intently at him. Beau couldn’t tell what that look
meant, but he didn’t like it.

210

“After a certain point you just have to trust people,” Beau said. “We’re on the same
team!” Even as he said it, Beau realized he no longer believed it.
“I shall give it some thought,” Peter Maximilien murmured. “You’ll have my answer
within forty-eight hours.”
“Let’s make it tomorrow,” Beau said. They stared at each other fiercely, then Peter
Maximilien nodded his head and continued on his way. Beau couldn’t tell if it was agreement,
but it was the closest thing to a victory he’d had in a while. He continued watching Peter until he
disappeared around the corner of the building.
The committee’s primary concern that first week after Bailey’s arrest was that someone
either on or off campus was still trying to shut them down. The most obvious candidate for this
was LaFaye, and the CCS debated authorizing a preventative arrest in order to keep him from
escaping and bringing outside help to take over the school. LaFaye agreed to meet with the
Committee, and Beau was surprised and more than a little suspicious to see how non-threatening
he was.
“Honestly?” Josephine said after the meeting. “I don’t trust him.”
“That’s surprising,” Cam said. “Look at my surprised face.”
“It would be foolish to trust a man in his position,” Peter Maximilien said.
Beau sighed. “So, what? You’re still planning to arrest him?”
“Of course not,” Peter said. “He agreed to work with us, which may prove useful. In the
meantime we’ll keep him under surveillance.” He blinked at them. “That is, if we’re all in
agreement.”
“Obviously,” Josephine said, as if it were a given. And maybe it was. Harrison had
resigned and Catherine was arrested. Without those voices to provide an argument, Peter and
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Josephine were the loudest opinions in the room. It was as if they had each grown to fill the two
empty seats at the table. Not in size, of course, but in confidence and conviction. They seemed
to take for granted that everyone agreed with everything they said.
Peter and Josephine left the meeting together without even glancing back at Beau.
“Peter,” Beau called after him. They stopped walking but did not turn around.
“I’m going to talk to her today,” Beau said. “Please don’t try to stop me.”
Beau shouldered his way past without waiting for a reply.

Prison

Beau was braced for a fight when he got to Catherine’s room that evening, but the guards
stepped aside to let him pass. It was a small, windowless room that clearly hadn’t been used in
years. The desks pushed against the far wall were so old they didn’t even have computers built
in. The overhead lights were off, the lighting strips missing, so the only light came from two
small, yellow emergency bulbs in the front and back of the room. It gave everything an eerie,
surreal feeling.
Beau blinked into the gloom. At first he didn’t see Catherine at all. Then he noticed her
hunched up on a yoga mat on the floor near the door, hugging her knees. Her face was down,
but on the whole she seemed all right. She had recently showered and wore fresh clothes, and
for a moment she looked like the old Catherine again. But when she met his eyes he saw a
hollow, broken person he didn’t recognize. The warmth that usually lit her face was gone.
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Beau immediately felt stupid. As if a new outfit fixed anything. How benevolent of us,
letting her change before we try her for treason. Catherine was the first Aide to join the Schols.
She helped them accomplish almost every reform that passed the Executive Council. She had
supported them, supported him, this whole time, and this is how he repaid her? By sitting quietly
while Peter and Josephine locked her in an abandoned classroom? He felt that hot bubbling
sensation again, and he breathed deeply to let it pass.
He wanted to tell her how sorry he was, how good it was to see her, how he still trusted
her and was going to do everything he could to get her out of there. He opened his mouth, but all
he managed to get out was her name, barely audible around the lump in his throat.
“Catherine.”
“Hey, stranger,” she said, smiling weakly.
And then, like a dam breaking somewhere inside him, all the words poured out at once.
“Catherine, this is awful. How did this happen? I’m so sorry. I want you to know I
didn’t believe any of the rumors. We’ve got to get you out of here. How can I help? Tell me
what happened.”
“Should I answer that chronologically or in order of importance?” she asked with another
weak smile. Then he was on his knees, pulling her into a tight hug.
“Sorry,” he said. “Sorry for everything.”
She hugged him limply and patted his back.
“Are they feeding you?”
“More or less,” she said. “I actually thought you were behind it at first. Two of my three
meals each day have been chicken wraps and LemonCress.”
“So you should be in better shape than when you came in.”
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She laughed a monosyllabic laugh.
“What’s wrong?” Beau said. “I mean, aside from the obvious.”
“Just tired, mostly,” she said. “You try sleeping on a yoga mat for four nights.”
“This is ridiculous.” He stood up and paced around the room.
“No more ridiculous than anything else that’s happened. What did we expect? I’m just a
casualty of ‘the revolution.’”
“Not yet,” Beau said. He sat back down in front of her and held her hands. “We can
fight this, but I need to know what happened. Tell me everything.”
“I’d rather not talk about it,” she said.
“What?” Beau said. “It’s the only way for me to help you. Help me understand.”
“I’m afraid.”
“Of what?”
“That you won’t understand. That you’ll look at me the same way they do. I can deal
with everything else, but I don’t think I can handle that.”
He leaned in until their foreheads touched. “Did you do anything wrong?”
“I don’t know. I don’t feel like I did. I did what I thought I had to do.”
“All right. So tell me.”
She sighed and curled up in the fetal position on the mat. He almost thought she had
fallen asleep when she started talking.
“I went to Bailey.”
“OK,” he said, trying to keep his voice flat.
“And I told him what...what they were planning to do. About the mind-control.
“Why didn’t you come talk to me first? We could have worked it out.”
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“I need to just say this all at once. If I stop to answer questions I might not ever get it
out.”
“Sorry,” Beau said. “Go ahead. He ran his hand through her hair, and a few strands
snagged on his watch.
“Wait,” he said. “They might be listening.”
“I assumed they were.”
“What? I’m not a spy!”
“I didn't mean that. But if you didn’t have your audio on, they’d automatically assume
you were working with me. And that I did something even worse than they think now.”
“I don’t think that’s possible,” Beau said. “But sorry. Go ahead.”
“I told Bailey what we had discussed and what they planned to do. I...I didn’t know for
sure what he was going to do next.”
“Of course not,” Beau said. “That’s what I figured. You didn’t go there to ask him to
arrest us or shut down the committee or the school. You didn’t ask him to call the police or
anyone on the outside, did you? You were just concerned - understandably so - and you wanted
to get the chancellor of this school involved. As he has every right to be, and probably should
have been all along.” He spoke louder, directly into his watch. “And I don’t care if you are
listening, there is nothing in the committee’s guidelines that says he couldn’t or shouldn’t be
there. You can debate the ramifications of what she did, but the impulse and execution were
hardly crimes against the revolution.”
He stroked her hair again and they sat for a while in silence. He could tell from the
dampness on the mat that she was crying.
C, he thought to her. You plugged in?
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Yes.
You don’t have to say anything to implicate yourself, even though this is supposed to be
secure. But. You’re telling the truth, right? You didn’t go there to have him shut us down?
She didn’t respond for a long time. Then she slowly sat up and leaned toward him again,
so their foreheads touched.
“No,” she whispered. “I didn’t go there to ask him to shut us down.”
“OK,” he said. He smiled a little. “That’s all I needed to hear.” He pulled her close and
wrapped his arms around her. Her tears made his shirt stick to her face.
“I’m going to put an end to this,” he said. “It’s gotten out of hand. I don’t mind talking
about hypotheticals and theoreticals, but that’s all they are and should be. The idea of something
doesn’t matter more than an actual person. Somewhere along the way I think they forgot that.”
One of the guards pounded on the door and shouted, “visiting hours are over!”
“Don’t worry,” he whispered into her hair. “This will all be over soon. Everything’s
going to be fine.”

Enemies of the Revolution

The next day, Beau arrived at the conference room to find Catherine, under guard, seated
at head of the table.
“Catherine?” Beau shot a look at Josephine, who smiled mysteriously and shrugged her
shoulders.
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“We’ll have our first debate today,” Peter Maximilien said, as if that explained
everything. For a moment, Beau thought that Catherine was included because she was a voting
member of the committee.
“What are we debating?” Beau asked.
Peter Maximilien stared at him as if it was obvious. “Whether Miss Dickson has
committed a crime against the Revolution,” he said.
“Oh.”
Catherine kept her head down and said nothing.
Cam was the last to show up, arriving his customary five minutes late. He tripped over a
desk chair when he noticed Catherine.
“Well,” he said. “The gang’s all here.”
“Indeed,” Peter Maximilien said. “Shall we begin?”
Beau realized that Dr. John-Paul wasn’t there. He had a class during this time, which is
why they met in Bailey’s conference room in the first place. At least, that was the official
reason. Beau wondered if that was why Peter had chosen this time for their meetings. Without
Dr. John-Paul, no one had any more experience or authority than Peter did.
Peter dismissed the student guards and took his seat at the other head of the table,
opposite Catherine. Beau and Cam sat on one side, near Peter, and Josephine sat across from
them on the other. Catherine sat alone, half a table away.
“Catherine Dickson,” Peter said formally, “you stand accused of conspiring against this
committee, the revolution, and the entirety of Paris Valley Prep. By your own admission, you
alerted Chancellor Bailey of the full capabilities of the Montagnards and our decision to consider
them as a viable form of punishment. You advised him to leave campus immediately. You
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claim this was for his own safety, even though that was never threatened. We all know the
likelihood that Bailey would have returned with an outside force to reverse the achievements of
this Revolution, punish the duly elected members of this committee for carrying out the
responsibilities of their position, and restore the status quo from the beginning of the year. I
motion that these actions are the very definition of ‘crimes against the revolution,’ and should be
punished accordingly. All in favor?”
Josephine said “Aye” before Beau fully realized what was happening.
“Wait,” Beau said. “Hold on. You said we would be debating whether she was guilty or
not. That’s not a debate at all. We need to hear other arguments. Shouldn’t Catherine get to
defend herself?”
“She already confessed to these charges,” Peter said. “Even if it wasn’t her primary
objective to bring about the forceful and undemocratic end to the revolution, her facilitation of
these probable outcomes is every bit as serious. The only question is whether these constitute
crimes against the revolution. I maintain that if they do not, nothing does. What more is there to
debate?”
“Just hold on!” Beau said forcefully. Everything was moving too fast. “We spent longer
debating over Harrison than we are over Catherine, and she’s been on our side the entire time.”
Josephine scoffed.
“Catherine,” Beau said softly. She looked up at him. “We know you told Bailey, but
you’ve got to tell us why. Help them understand.”
“Stop deluding yourself,” Josephine said.
“We’re making up motives as if she’s not in the room,” Beau shot back. He turned to
face Catherine again. “C, what happened? Tell them what you told me.”
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“We already heard it,” Josephine said.
“Let her speak!”
“I,” Catherine whispered. She cleared her throat. “I felt like he should be involved.
Things were getting out of hand.”
“And you wanted to shut it down,” Josephine said.
“Please!” Beau said harshly. “What you think doesn’t matter right now.”
This stopped Josephine, and she sat for a moment with her mouth slightly open, her face
slowly reddening. “This isn’t about what I think,” she said slowly. She stared pointedly at Peter
Maximilien. “Let’s roll the tape,” she said.
“What?” Beau and Catherine both jerked in surprise at this.
“Beau,” Peter said, “on Monday you offered to show us the audio/visual feed from your
Montagnard in order to prove your innocence and gain permission to visit Miss Lee.”
“Really?” Catherine said.
“Really,” Josephine said. She smiled that mysterious smile again, and Beau felt a chill
creep up his spine.
“I realized,” Peter continued, “that it was possible to download a person’s audio/visual
feed, as well as something even more useful.”
“Their thoughts,” Josephine said.
“No,” Catherine said quietly.
“Yes,” Josephine said. Her smile grew.
“I thought you said those were encrypted,” Beau said. “So LaFaye couldn’t get at them.”
“Well, you gave us access, of course,” Peter said. “But unless you make them private at
the time they occur, any administrator can find them.”
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They all sat quietly for a moment, letting that soak in.
“Now,” Peter Maximilien said, “as to Catherine. I can play both, but in this case I
believe audio/visual should suffice.”
“I don’t need to see it,” Beau said. “She already told me what happened.”
“Humor us,” Peter said. “I think you’ll be surprised.” He tapped and swiped at his
watch, and every screen in the conference table began playing footage of Catherine’s
conversation with Chancellor Bailey.
LaFaye was in Bailey’s living room when Catherine first arrived. Beau sat up straight in
his chair at the sound of LaFaye’s voice. No one had mentioned his involvement before, but it
made the entire thing much more serious and suspicious in Beau’s mind.
LaFaye and Bailey were talking loud enough to be heard through the front door, and
Catherine paused to listen before knocking. It was a little hard to make out through all the layers
of separation, but it was clear LaFaye was asking for permission to shut down the committee,
and had lost all patience with Bailey’s waffling. They hushed immediately when she knocked.
“Ah, Catherine,” Bailey said, opening the door with a smile. “What a pleasant surprise.”
“I’m sorry, Miss Dickson,” LaFaye said, “could you give us a minute?”
“Oh, that won’t be necessary,” Bailey said. “I think we’ve laid the matter to rest.
LaFaye’s face, which had been pretty red, drained all color.
“Sir,” he said curtly. “I must advise against that.” He leaned in and lowered his voice,
but Catherine had the microphone on her Montagnard maxed out, so they could just barely hear
him.
“Please,” LaFaye hissed. “If you won’t help yourself, let me help you.”
“I appreciate your concern,” Bailey said cheerfully, “but everything’s under control.”
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LaFaye stood up straight. “Yes, sir,” he said. “I’ll remove myself from the situation.”
Then he walked past Catherine and out the door.
Bailey closed the door and motioned for Catherine to join him in the living room. “I
hope you have better news,” he said.
“Sorry, Chancellor Bailey, but I don’t.” And she proceeded to tell him everything, about
the CCS and the Montagnards and the vote on mind control. Bailey’s smile slowly faded,
replaced by a look of surprise, then anger, then fear. He held up a hand to stop her and went to
look something up on his computer. Beau couldn’t see what it was because Catherine didn’t
follow him, but when he came back he looked even more worried than before.
Catherine continued talking until he stopped her with a wave of his hand. He looked
quickly around the room, then led her out to his garden terrace. They stood closer together and
Bailey looked directly at the screen. It was then that Beau realized it wasn’t a camera on the
Montagnard that had filmed this. That would have been lower, pinned to Catherine’s shirt.
Somehow this had been downloaded from her own vision.
“Mind control, Chancellor Bailey,” Catherine said. “And they can use it on any of us.
Even you. You’ve got to get out of here. Do something before it’s too late.”
Bailey smiled faintly. “Catherine,” he said, “surely it’s not as bad as all that. I’ll go
down there and talk to them. Let them know that this sort of thing cannot be tolerated.”
“No!” Catherine all but shouted. “That’s the worst thing you could do! They’d probably
mind control you on the spot!”
Beau winced at this. It wasn’t necessarily untrue, but it certainly didn’t help her case.
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“Oh, I hardly think…” Bailey chuckled nervously. He plunged his hand into his pocket
and retrieved a handful of candies. “We’re all reasonable people who want what’s best for this
school. If I just talk to them-”
“No,” Catherine said again. “I tried to reason with them. It’s too late for that. In the
end, I was the only vote against it.”
“But you said it was hypothetical…”
“Is that any better? They’ve already prepared themselves for the possibility of using it.
Now it’s only a matter of time.”
“Do you realize what you’re suggesting?” Bailey swallowed the candy in his mouth and
unwrapped another.
“I’m suggesting that you need to stop them!” she said. “It’s only going to get worse!”
Beau exhaled sharply. She was walking a very delicate line between her legitimate
opinion and an attack on the revolution. Beau didn’t think she had crossed it, but he knew Peter
and Josephine would.
Bailey studied her for some time. His flushed, nervous face slowly became calm. He
dropped the remaining candies in his hand onto the floor and motioned for Catherine to sit in a
nearby chair. Bailey took the chair across from her.
“All right, Catherine,” he said, suddenly serious. “I can’t make a personal assessment
unless I go speak to them myself. From what I was able to look up in the system earlier, I know
that at least some of what you’re saying is true. Things you wouldn’t know, otherwise.”
He seemed to consider how much to say. “I read Dr. John-Paul’s encrypted notes on the
devices. He confirmed the existence of this Cloud you mentioned, as well as his concern that it
could potentially be hacked and turned against the user, if someone had the skill and knew where
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to look. Which, evidently, Mr. Maximilien does. It’s concerning that Manuel didn’t shut the
entire project down until he resolved the issue, but it seems like it might be too late for that, now.
I attempted a manual override, but someone managed to block my administrator access. That
alone leads me to believe your concerns might be well-founded.”
“Listen, Chancellor Bailey,” Catherine said. “I wouldn’t have come here if I thought
there was another way. But they’re talking about an entirely new way of thinking, something
that could easily take over. It’s like a parasite, and we need to stop it before it spreads.”
Chancellor Bailey sighed and rubbed his temples.
“You have my attention. Now let me get yours. You want me to stop them. How do you
propose I do that? I suggest talking to them directly, or perhaps inviting Vice Chancellor LaFaye
back for assistance. If it is indeed too late for that, there is only one possible alternative: to shut
this down from the outside.”
Beau looked up from the screen and stared hard at Catherine. This was not at all the
conversation she had described to him the day before. Now he was sure Peter and Josephine
would cite that as all the proof they needed.
“Have you heard of the Saint Anthony Second Chance School?” Bailey asked.
The scene moved up and down as Catherine nodded. “Yes,” she whispered.
“Then you have some idea what happens when we need outside assistance to shut down a
school. All of the leaders were tried as adults, and some are serving life sentences. Many didn’t
survive at all. It’s not pretty.”
“But they were violent,” Catherine said. “Rioting, attacking people.”
“Most of the violence happened after we sent in outside security,” Bailey said.
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“Either way,” Catherine said. “It’s a different situation. The kids at Saint Anthony were
one step away from juvie. They killed people. Whatever happens here, whatever happens to the
committee, it can’t be as bad as that.”
“Who can say? To my knowledge, no one has ever mind controlled someone before.
Some might say that’s a far worse crime than conventional violence.”
Catherine didn’t say anything for a long time.
“There are other considerations as well. We prefer to handle these situations in-house.
We have many powerful friends, but we have some pretty powerful enemies as well. If word
gets out that we had another incident like this in less than two years? We’d lose sponsorships
and all our support in Congress. Donors, contracts, the inherent value of the Paris Valley name.”
Bailey listed all of these with a twirl of his hand, talking more to himself than anyone.
He looked at Catherine, and something in her face must have caused him to change tactics.
“There are many people who disagree with our entire teaching methodology,” he said in a
softer tone. “Experiential, student-centered education. It’s not as predictable, as economically
efficient, as easily controlled as the more standardized alternatives. We were able to use security
forces from one of our sister companies at Saint Anthony, and we kept everything pretty quiet.
They didn’t shut us down. But we’re being watched much more closely now. Maybe you don’t
care if your friends go to jail, but this could also bring down the entire school. I would need to
be absolutely sure it was necessary before I risked that.”
He studied her. “My preference would be to talk to them directly, but you’re afraid that
would do more harm than good. If what you say is true, I might not get another shot after that.
If it’s really as dire and urgent as you say, I’m going to need to make a decision now, based on
the little I could find in the system and-” he stared hard at her “-the advice of a student.”
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Catherine started to protest, and he waved her to silence.
“I know, you’re not just any student. You’re an Aide, your father’s in Congress, your
uncle’s on the Board. More importantly, you’re the only one with firsthand knowledge of the
situation. I’m not discounting any of that. What I’m saying is that I want you to take a minute to
consider everything before I – we – make a decision.”
Peter Maximilien paused the feed here, and Beau was shocked back into the present. For
a moment, his entire world was in Catherine’s footage.
“Listen carefully,” Peter said. “This next part is all the evidence we need.”
He looked meaningfully around at each of them, one at a time. Catherine was folded into
herself, crying quietly. Peter tapped his watch and the feed continued.
“Catherine,” Bailey said, “do you think the situation is so untenable that you would
recommend using outside force to shut it down? Keeping in mind the ramifications: your friends
will almost certainly go to prison. The other students who supported them might as well, and
they likely will never get into a decent school or get a decent job or have any chance of personal
success ever again. This very institution might be shut down or changed so radically as to be
unrecognizable. Your own degree, your own life, would most likely be harmed as well. This is
absolutely a last resort, but it might well be the only option left open to us.”
He stared intently at her, studying her, waiting. Beau found himself doing the same with
the real Catherine. Depending on how she answered that question – and he already had a pretty
good idea what was coming – she would have no defense here at all. That would be the
definition of a threat to the committee, the revolution, and the school. He no longer knew how
he was going to be able to defend her. Or, he realized through his anger and confusion, if he
even wanted to.
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“Catherine,” Bailey said at last, “do you still believe that I should seek outside assistance
to shut down this school?”
Both Catherines were crying now, the one on the screen and the one at the end of the
table. The feed got blurry and kept blacking out, which Beau realized must have been Catherine
blinking away her tears.
“Yes,” she said finally. And that was that.

Retribution
Peter called for a vote, and he, Josephine, and even Cam voted to declare Catherine an
enemy of the Revolution in the span of thirty seconds.
“Beau?” Josephine said. He did not respond. He sat staring down at the frozen image on
the screen, clenching and unclenching his fists.
“We’re waiting.”
“Can you give me a minute?” Beau asked quietly.
“What more evidence do you need?” Josephine asked.
“What I need,” he growled, “is some time to think. What I need is a minute to talk to
Catherine alone…”
“I don’t want to leave you two-” Josephine started to say.
“I don’t give a damn what you want!” he shouted.
In the silence that followed, he raised his fists onto the tabletop and continued clenching
and unclenching them. Nobody said a word.
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“What I want,” he muttered, “and what I need is for you to allow me to think for myself
for once and stop rushing me into the most important decision of my life. If you won’t give me
the respect of leaving the room, then at least keep your mouths shut. I know everything you’re
going to say and I’m not listening to it again. You need my vote. I don’t need anything from
you. So now you’re going to wait.”
Beau turned slowly to stare at Catherine.
“You,” he said. And there was enough anger and hurt in that one word to fill the entire
room. “What you did was indefensible.” He felt Josephine stirring and he shot her a warning
look. “What these people hypothesized doing as a last resort, you tried to bring down on us
immediately.”
“I never said,” Catherine started.
“I think we’re all clear on what you did and did not say,” Beau said. “I don’t mean mind
control. But it’s no different. They wanted to take away your mind, you wanted to take away
our future.”
“I didn’t want that,” Catherine sobbed. Beau stared her down until she was quiet again.
“The only difference that I see,” Beau said, “is that their method might never have come
to pass, and yours almost did.”
“She never…” Josephine started, but Beau glared her to silence again.
“Neither of you were right,” Beau said. “No matter what we do here, nothing is right.
We’re all wrong. Nobody wins today.”
He stared at Catherine as she cried into her arms.
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“You lied to me, Catherine,” he said. “I know you didn’t technically deny any of the
things you technically said. But it was a lie. You know it, and I know it. But that is not relevant
here.”
“And you,” he said, turning back to Peter and Josephine, “you pushed us to this. You and
your ultimatums and condescension and self-righteousness. Your extremism and mockery of
compromise. You pushed us to this. And that, collectively, is as much a betrayal of this school,
this committee, and the bonds of friendship as anything Catherine did. I’m not sure if I will ever
forgive any of you for putting us in this position today. But my friendship and forgiveness are
not relevant, either. Emotion has no place in this decision. In that, at least, Peter was right.”
“And Cam,” he said, turning finally to look at his friend. “Cam, you’re all right.”
“But now, for this vote. I think both outcomes – violence and mind control – would have
been crimes against this school, the student body, and yes, everything we’ve accomplished. But
again, the difference is that you-” he stared hard at Peter and Josephine “-just talked about it, but
you-” he turned back to Catherine “-actually followed through with it. And for that reason alone,
I will vote that yes, Catherine committed a crime against this committee, this school, and your
precious revolution.”
Beau slumped back in his chair, emotionally, mentally, and physically drained.
“Good,” Peter Maximilien said, “now that’s settled. The final matter up for debate is the
appropriate punishment. I put forth that this is precisely the scenario we hypothesized when
approving the Cloud as punishment in the first place. My vote it for that.”
“Second,” said Josephine.
“Do I get to speak in my defense?” Catherine asked softly. She wasn’t crying anymore.
Her face was pale and strangely calm.
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“Why bother?” Josephine asked. “We saw what you did and why you did it. You’re not
going to change anyone’s mind.”
“Then there’s no harm in it, is there?” When no one stopped her, Catherine continued.
“As soon as we start valuing the ‘Revolution’ over the individual people who are a part of it,
we’re no better than the Legacy League or LaFaye and the Administration or any of the things
we’re fighting against. That’s why I did what I did. To prevent this very thing. To keep us from
thinking that an idea of equality was more important than someone’s actual free will. That’s
what this is. I’m not arguing against mind controlling me. I’m saying that as soon as you do
something like this to save your revolution, we’ve all already lost.”
She slumped back in her chair, visibly drained. They sat in silence for a while.
“She has a point,” Beau said softly.
“We all have points,” Josephine said. “We’re not debating whether Catherine is capable
of making a coherent argument. We’re debating whether we can trust her enough not to put her
in The Cloud.”
“This vote is simple,” Peter said, calmly. “We must put Catherine in The Cloud because
the alternative is all of us. She made that very clear. It’s either her and what she believes, or all
the rest of us. She had no problem sentencing us to our fate, and I have none now sentencing her
to hers. The Cloud is the only sensible option.”
It’s not forever,” Cam said quietly. “But for now, for the school, for the revolution, for
all of us…For now I think it’s the only way.”
All eyes turned to Beau. His felt more tired than ever before, even from the worst
football practice. It was like he’d just done an entire week of two-a-days in the span of an hour.
His mouth was dry and the rest of him was covered in sweat.
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“I don’t disagree with what you’re saying,” he said. “But this is a last resort option,
remember? I think we owe it to ourselves and the student body and, yes, Catherine, to try other
options first.”
“She chose her last resort option first,” Josephine said fiercely. “She didn’t give us any
choice. She wanted to throw us all in jail.”
“I understand that,” Beau said. “That’s why I voted the way I did in the first place. But
if this is our last resort option, we’re basically saying that there is not a single thing a person
could do that is worse than what Catherine did. The punishment doesn’t fit the crime.
“This…this is like murder. If we put her in there she won’t be herself anymore. She
won’t be alive. We all saw what Josephine was like when she was stuck in there, and that was
only for twenty minutes. If we put Catherine in The Cloud against her will, for any amount of
time, we kill her. Not her body, but her mind. Who she is.”
“I agree completely,” Peter Maximilien said. “And that is precisely the point. Catherine
must die so the school can live.”
Beau had nothing else to say. He looked at Catherine, expecting to feel the same fire,
compassion, connection he always felt. But there was nothing. He felt nothing at all.
“This is the line, then?” Beau said. “This is the crime that warrants this punishment?”
He looked around at all of them. “We all agree that no one else gets forced into the Cloud.”
“Not unless they do what she did,” Josephine said.
“And we agree that what she did – what separates her actions from yours and any other
betrayal is that she acted on it, while you just talked. That’s the only time?”
They nodded.
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He sighed. This was the only way to end this. It was what had to be done. The
knowledge did nothing to comfort him.
“OK,” he said. “Yes. For the greater good, yes. Into the Cloud.”
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Epilogue: All’s Well that Ends Well
IN WHICH WE ENCOUNTER the inverse properties of an old maxim

The End

Spring arrived at Paris Valley Prep like a visiting guest whose plane had been too long delayed
by winter storms. But when it came, it came with a soft, warm beauty made all the sweeter by
the cold harshness that preceded it. The dull grays and browns in the quads were bursting with
vibrant color. Every student dorm had a gigantic flower bed on either side of the front door, with
red, white, and blue tulips arranged in the shape of American flags. The cherry trees that lined
the path up to Main Hall were all suddenly, spectacularly in bloom, spreading pink petals and
pollen on the April breeze. The whole thing seemed nothing short of miraculous, after
everything that had happened.
Finally, the whole world seemed to say. Finally, the worst is over.
The sense of thaw and rebirth was not limited to the topiary. Relations between the
former classes of Legacy, Schol, and Aide were better than anyone could remember. While no
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one else was forced into the Cloud, students’ voluntary use of the Montagnards made them
noticeably more hospitable. The Cloud was an equalizer, and perhaps their time among the
comfortable majority made people naturally more compromising. Or perhaps they had less
control over their transformation. Whatever the reason, the campus was a much friendlier and
more open place than even before the start of the revolution. Student Senate meetings almost
always ended early, as people had less and less to disagree over.
It was the time for the last few weeks of classes, for parties before finals prep, and for a
new round of scholarship applications sent in from hopeful students around the country. One
formerly-hopeful student now sat on the admissions committee, a development Beau would
never have thought possible eight months ago.
The sun was already cresting Main Hall when Beau went on his morning jogs now. If he
had a little less drive to get out of bed in the morning, a little less pep in the old step, it was
barely noticeable to any but his closest friends. Aside from Cam, Beau was no longer sure if he
had any of those. But it was hard to be brooding with the sun shining brightly, and so Beau
continued his jogs and all the rest of his routines from happier days. And he never let on that
through all the blues and pinks, he only saw the gray-brown underside to it all.
Beau arrived early to his CCS meeting the last Monday of April, hoping to talk to Peter
before anyone else arrived. He was surprised to see Vice Chancellor LaFaye seated opposite
Peter around Bailey’s - now, Peter’s - conference table. Josephine was there, too, and all three
turned to greet him.
“Ah, Mr. Dannon,” LaFaye said, smiling his cold smile. “It’s been too long.”
Beau stopped so suddenly it looked like he hit a wall. It felt like it, too.
“What?” was all he managed by way of reply.
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“Come in, Beau,” Peter Maximilien said, gesturing toward one of the empty chairs.
“We’re meeting with the Vice Chancellor today.”
Beau couldn’t even manage a sarcastic retort to this obvious statement. He just sank
slowly into one of the leather-backed chairs.
“Where’s Manny?” he mumbled.
“Dr. John-Paul was detained,” LaFaye said. “I’m filling in for him.”
LaFaye had remained all but absent in the aftermath of Chancellor Bailey’s imprisonment
and Catherine’s...alternative imprisonment. Suspiciously absent, Beau had to admit. Bailey was
reduced to a figurehead under house arrest, but LaFaye never quite did anything dangerous
enough for the committee to consider similar actions. Peter, acting on behalf of the CCS, sent
LaFaye meticulous reports and the occasional command - disguised, as etiquette demanded, as a
request - and LaFaye for his part rarely vetoed anything.
For the first month Beau was extremely suspicious of this, but as the work of the
semester piled up, he had all but forgotten about the vice chancellor. And now here he was,
looking every bit as in control of the situation - and, by implication, the school - as he had after
that first secret meeting.
When Cam arrived, five minutes late, he visibly jumped at the sight of LaFaye.
“Holy hell!” he coughed. “I mean, holy hello. Hi. Hello there, ah, Vice Chancellor.”
“Mr. Tarreyland.”
Cam looked at Beau incredulously. Beau shrugged and shook his head.
“It appears,” LaFaye said once everyone was seated, “that we need something from each
other.”
“I don’t see how we need anything from you,” Josephine said.
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“Just as I had trouble seeing how you could possibly offer anything to me,” LaFaye said.
“And yet. Here we are.”
“What do you want?” Beau asked.
LaFaye unfolded his hands and spread them outward, in what perhaps was intended as a
conciliatory gesture. It still gave Beau the creeps.
“It appears as though you’ve managed to discredit the legitimacy of our good
chancellor,” LaFaye said. “In light of recent events, it shouldn’t be particularly difficult to gain
the full support of the student body.”
“We already have it,” Josephine said.
“Indeed.” LaFaye re-clasped his hands and leaned back in his chair.
Beau felt a cold lump forming in the pit of his stomach. He noticed that Peter
Maximilien was simply watching this unfold. He seemed content to let Josephine do his talking
for him. Beau folded his arms over his chest and frowned.
“Of course,” LaFaye said, “that is hardly relevant.”
“Relevant to what?” Josephine said hotly.
LaFaye waved a hand lazily about to indicate the room, or perhaps the entire school.
“Relevant to anything, really. For all that you call this little experiment a revolution, and for all
that our chancellor, in his wisdom, allowed you to do so, it remains nothing more than a few
hundred hormonal kids having a tantrum.”
“We have been running this school without issue for two months,” Josephine said.
“Faculty and staff continued getting paid. Classes continued being taught. We did something no
other group of students has ever done, and we did it here, at the most prestigious-”
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“Yes, yes, I know.” LaFaye lazily waved his hand again. “How very intrepid of you.
Shall I bring you all trophies, or will cookies suffice?”
Cam choked a little, surprised into laughter.
“There there, Mr. Tarreyland,” LaFaye said. “I know what you’ve done, and I know how
you did it. All of it. I’ll bet I know even better than you do.” He looked around at each of them.
“Any takers? How did you do it?”
“Because we’re smarter than the kids at any other school?” Cam suggested.
“What an interesting hypothesis,” LaFaye said. “Mr. Tarreyland believes your
accomplishments are somehow tied to the merits of students at other schools. Anyone else?”
“We are better than them,” Josephine said. “But that’s not the point. The point is that
we’re better than you.”
“I cannot say whether you’re collectively better than the students at any other school,
although you certainly ought to be. But that has no more to do with your accomplishments than
Miss Lee’s arrogant theory.” LaFaye leaned in closer. “You succeeded in your little game
because I allowed it.”
“Bullsh-” Cam said, or started to. None of them saw LaFaye move, but Cam froze in
place, then collapsed to the floor.
Get into the Cloud, Josephine thought. Her eyes went blank, and Beau was right behind
her. He was used to it now, perhaps because he was so compromising to begin with. The
majority wisps were no more distracting than elevator music. But Peter held up his hand, and
after a moment Beau and Josephine came back out of the Cloud.
“You didn’t come here just to threaten us,” Peter said quietly. “If you could hack
completely into our system you’d have shut us down by now.”
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LaFaye’s lips curled ever so slightly into a smile. “Why would I want to do a thing like
that?”
He glanced over at Cam, who groaned and climbed back into his chair.
“Why am I always the one to get beat up?” he groaned. LaFaye ignored him.
“This experiment of ours has cost the school, and therefore me, a good bit of money,”
LaFaye said. “Those cancelled Grants and Contracts classes alone were bringing in several
million dollars a semester.”
“It was indentured servitude,” Josephine said. “The remnants of an oppressive system.”
“Children,” LaFaye said. “They paid for this room and everyone in it. And they will
again.” He gestured toward the corner of the room, where several cardboard boxes full of
application letters were stacked. “Demand is greater now than ever. We can name our price.”
“How is that fair?” Beau demanded. The cold lump in his stomach was gone, replaced
with anger. All of the times he had stayed quiet and tried to compromise came bubbling up. He
had given up too much of himself for this cause of theirs to let this rich asshole come in and ruin
it now. “How is it fair to make new students do something we refuse to do ourselves?”
“Fair?” LaFaye said. “What about practicality? Have you even looked at next year’s
budget? How do you plan to pay for everything in this fairytale utopia of yours? How do you
plan to pay for all these bright-eyed new Schols you’re planning to admit? Or whatever you’re
calling yourselves now. How will you pay for the faculty and staff, the maintenance, the
utilities? Legacy tuition alone couldn’t cover the expenses when there were only half as many of
you. Fair? Sometimes fair is just making sacrifices for the greater good.”
Beau felt a chill creep up his spine. He didn’t know what LaFaye had planned, but he
was sure it wasn’t good.
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“Of course,” LaFaye said, “you don’t need to spin it like that. Call it a rite of passage.
Call it paying their dues. Call it anything you want. All you need is for a majority of the school
to support it-” he smiled at Peter “-and the rest will follow.”
“Did you…” Peter said.
“Yes.”
“Bullsh-” Cam said again, and once again collapsed out of the chair.
“Language,” LaFaye said. He unfroze Cam, then reached down and grabbed a briefcase,
which he placed on the tabletop.
“I don’t care what you’ve got in that briefcase,” Beau said. “We did this. The revolution
is over. We already won.”
“Oh, come now, Mr. Dannon. Even your friends don’t believe that.”
Beau started to protest, but the look in Josephine’s eye stopped him. It was a defiant
look, a hungry look. It was not the look of someone who was ready to stop fighting.
LaFaye pressed a latch and the briefcase sprung open. Inside were hundreds of
Montagnards.
“Revolutions don’t have victorious ends,” LaFaye said. “They are parasites. They keep
eating and eating until there’s nothing left.”
Beau the peculiar sense of deja vu. There was something familiar in those words, that
sentiment. This was not the first time he’d pictured them as a parasite needing to be eradicated.
LaFaye scooped his hand into the briefcase and let the pins cascade back down. The
tinkling sound brought Beau back.
“How did you…”
“Does it matter?”
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It didn’t. Beau knew it didn’t. One way or another, someone else was going to get
forced into the Cloud. If LaFaye had his way it would be hundreds, thousands of someones.
“Those might be fake,” Josephine said. “We don’t know he really hacked them.”
“Care to try one on?” LaFaye said.
Beau stood and slammed his fist down onto the tabletop. Everyone jumped, though
LaFaye recovered quickly enough to push whatever hidden button he had used on Cam. It had
no effect. Beau’s eyes gleamed the vacant gleam of the Cloud. He was safe in there, if only
temporarily. Even LaFaye couldn’t touch him in the Cloud. That fortress and that prison.
“Enough,” Beau said. “Enough, all of you. I’ve listened to both sides of this argument
since August, and really my entire life. Extremism on the right becomes extremism on the left,
and the opposition becomes the institution. Nothing changes. You’re all the same. You just
want power. You build yourselves up by keeping other people down. I’m sick of it. How many
more people do we need to rob of their dignity or their minds before we’re satisfied?”
Beau slammed the briefcase closed and latched it shut. When he finally met LaFaye’s
eyes, he was surprised to find him smiling.
“Now,” Beau said, “stop playing your stupid games and tell us what you came here to tell
us. What do you want?”
“Mr. Dannon, you already know the answer. We all want the same thing.” LaFaye’s
smile hardened. “And we’re never, ever satisfied.”
Beau felt the slightest bit of courage leave him. He looked at Peter Maximilien, at
Josephine, at LaFaye, and he saw that they understood something about the world, about each
other that he had never known and still didn’t know. It was an understanding that came of
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absolute conviction. He never believed anything as strongly as these three believed they were
right. He wasn’t sure he wanted to. He’d already seen what came of such strong convictions.
But what else could he do?
Beau turned and walked out of the room. There was nothing to be gained by staying
there and going through it all with them again. It wouldn’t change anything. No matter what
happened next, he knew he had been wrong.
It wasn’t over. The revolution wasn’t over. His fight wasn’t over. If anything, it had
only just begun.
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